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F/rn/  EDIT  I  ox 

The  Cross  at  the  Front 

Fragments  from  the  Trenches. 

l^iino.    Cloth.    Xd  81.00. 

"'Vivid'  i.s  too  dim  a  word  to  express 
the  liviiiK  i)ietiire.s  whit  h  this  clia[)lain  has 
set>n  in  France.  S<jme  of  the  chapters  are 
among  the  finest  piiMcs  of  patlios  we  have 
na.l  anywhere.  Head  the  book  aid  you 
will  be  a  better  man  for  all  your  ta-k>."' 

—  ■Ckiaigo  Stunilard. 

The  Soul  of  the  Soldier 

Kchoos  from  the  Western  Front. 

l'2mo.     Cloth.    Net  $7.^5. 

An  astonlshint;  story  Chaplain  Tiplady 
here  has  to  tell — one  in  which  tlie  very 
fiinndations  of  existence  seem  t<'m[)orariIy 
nprootol,  and  thewt>rid  tunird  upside-down. 
Yet  never,  in  the  lelliiis,  iIik's  he  lose  the  un- 
sw(Tviiig  faith  and  cheeriiig  o|)limi-m  which 
fornird  the  prevailing  note  of  The  Cross 
AT  1  liE  Fko.nt,  nor  for  a  moment  relaxes  his 
l)elief  that  the  cause  of  ju>liee,  truth  and 
righteousness  is  that  for  which  the  Allied 
armi'vs  are  now  flighting. 
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To  THF  Memory  of  the  Many  "White  Men" 

I  have  known  and  loved  in  the  London  Territorials,  who, 
being  dedicate  to  their  C(5untry  and  the  cause  ot  Liberty,  went 
over  tlie  parapet  and  did  not  return. 

"Ilube  laid  the  uorKl  away;   poured  out  tlie  red 
S\veet  wine  of  you;h:  ^d\e  up  the  years  to  be 
Of  work  and  joy,  and  that  unhoped  serene 
riiat  incii  call   age;   and   those  who  would  have   l.een 
Their  sons  they  gave — their  immortality." 


THE   McTHEKS  ANSWER 
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God  pave  my  'on   in  trust  tD  me. 
ChriM  diid  for  l.ini.     lie  shr  u'J  be 
A  nian  for  Cluist.     He  is  his  (w:i 
And  (joii's  aiiJ  n.cn'v,  not  nji.iL  jio;;c. 
lie  was  imt  inihc  to  j;ivc.     lit-  ;,ave 
HinTiself,  t!;al  he  mi;;!'.t  help  to  ,;ave 
Ali  that  a  Christian  should  rt^crr, 
AI!  that  tnlighienrd  ;n(n  I. old  diar. 
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To  tfil   the  punv."'    Ah!   torpid  si.ul, 
Awake,   .11, i!  s(e   life   .is  a    \\l.oii. 
Vi  hen  ircedoin,  honor,  justice,  ri.i.,li», 
Were  threatfiiid  by  the  despot's  rnijrht, 
lie   br.iveiy   went   for   t;od,   to  fijjlt 
Af;aiiist  base  savat;i^,   wliosc   p:ide 
The   laws  of  God   and  man   di!n.d; 
Wiio  >le\v   the   tno;lier   and    ih-.    dild; 
Who  maiden>..   pore   and   sweif,   deiJtd; 
lie  did  not     o  lo   fted  the  pn.  '^, 
He  went   tn  s.ive  from   ruthless  Unas 
His  horr.e   and   country,    :ind   to  be 
A  guardian   of  diiiioeracy. 


"Wliat  if  lie  dots  not  cotne?"'  yc.i  s>-y; 
Well,  then,  my  •■ky  will  be  more  {;ra_T, 
But  thrui;gh  the  clouds  tlic  sun  'aIU  t,liii»e 
And  \ital  meinories  be  ruitic. 
God's  test  of  ir.anhocd  is,  1  kno'v, 
Not,  will  lie  come — but  JiJ  he  ttuf 


J.\MU  L.   lUuiUb 


PREFACE 


THE    sketches    in    this    book    and    in    my 
previous     one,     "The     Cross     at     the 
I'ront,"  are  attempts  to  show  the  soul 
of   the   soldier    serving    in    I'rance    as    I    have 
seen  it  during  the  >ear  and  a  half  that  I  have 
been  with  him.      It  is  a  padre's  privilege  and 
duty    to    be    tiie    \  oice    with    which,    in    public 
worship,     the     soldiers     speak    to    Ciod;     and 
through  which  their  last  thoughts  are  bc^rne  to 
their  friends  at  home.     He  is  their  voice  botli 
when  they  are  Mck  ov  wounded,  and  v»hen  they 
lie   silent   in   t!ie   grave.      He   speaks   of   their 
hopes     and     fears,     hardships     and    heroisms, 
laughter  and  tears.     As  best  he  may  he  tries 
to  tell,  to  those  who  have  a  right  and  a  long- 
ing to  know,  how  they  thought,  and  hen    they 
bore  themselves  in  the  great  day  of  trial  when 
all  risked  their  !i\cs  ami  many  laid  them  down. 
Soldiers,  as  a  rule,  are  either  inarticulate  or 
do  not  care  to  sjKak  of  themselves;   and  the 
padre  has  to  be  their  spokesman  if  ever  their 
deeper   thoughts    arid   finer   actions   are   to   be 
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known  to  their  friends.  To  do  this  he  may 
have  to  bring  himself  into  the  picture,  or  even 
illustrate  a  common  thing  in  their  lives  by  a 
personal  experience  of  his  own.  1  o  reveal  life 
and  thought  at  the  Front  in  the  third  person, 
and  without  sacrificing  truth  and  vi\idness,  re- 
quires a  degree  of  literary  power  and  an  which 
cannot  be  expected  of  a  padre  to  whom  writing 
is  but  a  by-product,  and  nc^t  iiis  main  v.ork. 

I  have  written  but  little  of  military  opera- 
tions— these  things  are  not  in  my  pro\ince. 
iMoreover,  they  are  not  the  things  which  are 
most  re\-ealing.  The  presence  of  Spring  is  first 
anti  most  surely  rexca'ed  by  the  llowers  in  our 
gardens  and  lanes;  and  the  soldier  is  most 
clearly  seen  in  the  litlit;  things  that  hajipen  on 
the  march — in  his  billet  or  in  the  Dicssing 
Station.  Some  things  are  not  seen  at  all.  They 
are  op.ly  fell,  and  my  opinion  about  them  must 
be  taken  for  what  it  is  worth.  One  knows 
what  tile  men  are  by  their  influence  (*n  one's 
own  mind  and  life.  I  do  not  jud.ge  the 
morality  and  spirituality  of  om*  soldiers  en- 
tirely by  their  habits  and  speech,  for  these  are 
but  outwi'.rd  and  clumsy  expressions  of  the 
inner  life  atid  are  largely  conventional.  There 
Is  something  else  to  put  in  the  reckoning,  and 
to  find  out  what  the  soldiers  are  worth  to  us 
we  naist  somehow  get  behind  their  words  and 
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actions  and  find  out  what  they  arc  worth  to 
God,  whose  terrible  wheel  of  war  is  shaping 
their  characters. 

I   appraise  them   mostly  by  the  total   effect 
of  the  impact  of  their  souls  on  mine.     I  know 
their   thougiits    and    feelings    by    the    thoughts 
and    fcch'ngs    they    inspire    in    me.      "Do    men 
Aither  grapes   of  thorns   or  (igs   of  thistles?" 
i  here  are  certain  thoughts  and  en-.otions  that 
(Hily  come  to  me  strongly  when  I  am  with  the 
soldiers  or  when  I  am  living  again  witli  them 
in  memory,  and  so,    I  take  these  as  their  gift 
to   me   and   judge   the   men   by   their   influence 
on    my    character.       Character    is,    in    its    in- 
fluence,  subtle   as  Spri-ig.      Words   and   actions 
iiy  them>-elves  are  too  cc>ar:,e  and  con\entional 
to  do  anything  but  nu'sleaii  us  in  judging  the 
f|uality  of  our  men.     "Hy  their  fruits  ve  shall 
know   then;.'"      Xor   by  their  leaves.      Fruit   is 
>•'•(/.      In   the   seed   the   tree   reproduces   itself. 
•And  rcproijuction.  A\hetlicr  in  pbvsical,  moral 
or  spiritual   life,   is  the  test  of  vitality. 

I  have  not  unduly  loaded  my  }\iges  with 
ghastly  details  of  war,  because  tb.elr  effect  on  the 
rJinui  oi  tlie  reader  who  lias  not  been  at  the 
1  ront  wouKl  be  false  and  ilistorting.  The 
reader  would  be  more  horrified  in  imagining 
them  thin  our  soldiers  are  in  seeing  them.  I 
have  tried  rather  to  .'^how  life   at  the   Iront, 
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with  its  mingling  of  red  and  gold,  horror  and 
happiness,  as  it  affects  the  soldier;  so  that  his 
friends  at  home  may  sec  it  as  he  sees  it,  and 
with  his  sense  of  proportion.  If  I  could  only 
do  it,  as  well  as  I  intend  it,  my  pictures  would 
create  a  truer  sympathy  between  the  home  and 
the  trench.  Some  would  find  comfort  for  their 
hearts,  and  others  would  awake  to  a  new  and 
noble  seriousness.  Soldiers  have  suffered 
much  throu:4h  imperfect  sympathies.  They 
have  been  pitied  for  the  wrong  things,  and 
left  to  freeze  when  they  needed  warmth. 
Only  when  we  realize  their  dignity  and  great- 
ness and  the  true  nature  of  their  experiences 
can  wc  be  their  comrades  and  helpers.  Life 
at  the  Front  is  brutal  and  terrifying,  and  yet 
our  soldiers  are  neither  brutalized  nor  terror- 
ized, for  there  is  something  great  and  noble 
at  the  Front  which  keeps  life  pure  and  sweet 
and  the  men  gmtle  and  ciiivalrous.  When 
"the  boys"  come  home  their  friends  will,  m 
almost  every  case,  find  them  just  as  bright, 
affectionate  and  good  as  when  they  went  out. 
The  only  change  will  be  a  subtle  one — a  deep- 
ening in  character  and  manly  qualitv,  a  broad- 
ening in  mind  and  creed,  and  an  impatience 
with\ant  and  make-believe  whether  in  politics 
or  business,  Ciiristianity  or  Rationalism. 
There   will  be  an  pir  of  indefinable  greatness 


Preface  jj 

about  them  as  of  men  who  have  been  at  grips 
with  the  reahties  of  life  and  death. 

In  a  footnote  to  one  of  his  songs,  Edward 
Tcschemacher  says  that  the  gypsies,  as  they 
wander  through  the  country,  leave  a  sprinkhng 
of  grass  or  wild  flowers  at  the  cross-roads  to 
'Mdicate,  to  those  who  come  after  them,  the 
road  they  have  taken.  These  flowers  are 
known  as  the  "Patterain." 

These  essays  are  my  Patterain— wild  flowers 
pIucKed  m  1  ranee,  and  left  to  mark  the  red 
path  trod  during  the  months  I  have  been  with 
my  comrades  at  the  Front. 

f  would  the  flowers  were  worthier,  but  such 
as  I  have,  I  give;  and  they  are  taken  out  of 
my  heart. 

■Where   my  caravan   has   rested 

Flowers    I    leave   you    o,,    the    grass; 

All    the    riouers   of   love    and    tncmorv;' 
Vou  uili  find  them  uheii  you  pass.'' 

THOMAS  7IPLADY. 


British  ExrEDiriosARY  Force,  Fr.ance. 
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THE  SWAN  AT  YPRES 

FOR   three  years  the  storm  center  of  the 
British  battle  front  has  been  at  Ypres. 
Every  day  and  night   it  has  been  the 
standing   target   of   thousands   of   guns.      Yet, 
amid  all  the  havoc  and  thunder  of  the  artillery,' 
the  graceful  white  form  of  a  swan  had  been 
seen  gliding  over  the  water  of  the  moat.     It 
never  lacked   food,   and   was   always  welcome 
to  a  share  of   Tommy's  rations.     In  the  Battle 
of  Messines—I  had  the  story  iirst-hand  from 
a    lieutenant    of    artillery   whose    battery   was 
hidden  close  by,   and  who  was  an  eye-witness 
of  the  incident— a  shell  burst  near  the  swan, 
and  it  was  mortally  wounded.     For  three  long 
years  it  had  spread  its  white  wings  as  gallantly 
as  the  white  sails  of  Drake's  flagship  when  he 
sailed  out  of  Plymouth  Sound  to  pluck  the  beard 
of   the    Spaniard.      But   now    its    adventurous 
voyaging    was    over.      Another    beautiful    and 
innocent  thing  had  been  destroyed  bv  the  war 
and  had  passed  beyond  recall.  '  There  was  no 
dying  swan-song  heard  on  the  waters,  but  all 
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uho  saw  its  passing  fc!t  that  the  war  had  taken 
on  a  deeper  shade  of  tra^rejy. 

Many  a  "white  man"  had  been  shiin  near 
tfic  spot  but  somehow  the  swan  seemed  a 
niysraal  bem^^  and  invuhieral^Ie.     It  was  a  relic 

ot..eda>sr,.  peace,  and  a  sign  of  the  survival 
"f    IHir.ty    ,.nd    grace    anu'd    the    iiorrors    and 
cruelties  ot  uar.     It  spoke  of  the  sacred  tilings 
that  >et   remain— the    beautiful   things   of   the 
^■oul  upon  which  war  can  lay  no  de/iling  finger 
.^"w  T  had  gone   from  the  water  and   Ynrcs 
scc-,r,s   more    charred    than    ever,    and   the    war 
"^oretern!,Ic.      Hu- death  of  the  swan  revealed 
a^amst  its  whhe  wings  the  peculiar  inhrmamty 
oJ  t!,e  present  war.      It  is  a   war  In  which  the 
enemy  spares  nothing  and  no  one.     He  is  more 
l'i"Hl  and  merciles.  than  the  An^^el  of   Death 
which   swept   over   Egypt,    for   the   angel    had 
regard  to  il^.c  blood   which  the   Israelites  had 
spnnkkd  over  the  lintels  of  their  doors   and 
lie  passed  In-  in  mercy.     To  the  (  ierman  Kagle 
every  living  creature   is   legitimate  prey       \o 
Wood  upon  the  lintel  can  save  the  inmate-  not 
even  the  cross  of  blood  on  the  hospital  tent  or 
ship      Wounded  or  whole,  cr.mbatant  or  non. 
combatant,  its  beak  and  talons  tear  the  tender 
"f^'i  of  all  and  Its  lust  is  not  sated. 

f"    Belgium    and   Serbia   it   is   believed   that 
more  wr,men  and  children  perished  than  men. 
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Things  too  hideous  tor  words  were  done  pub- 
licly  in  the  market-squares.     Neither  age  nor 
sex  escaped  fire  and  sword.     The  innocent  babe 
was  left  to  suck  the  breast  of  its  dead  mother 
or  was  dandled  on  the  point  of  the  bayonet. 
What   resistance  can   the   Belgian   swan   make 
to  the  German  eagle?     It  needs  must  lie  torn 
and  bleeding  beneath  its  talons.     The  Cerman 
Kmperor    has    waded    deeper    i..    blood    than 
Macbeth,   and  has  slain  the  innocent   in   their 
sleep.      Lvcn    the   sea    is    full    of   the    women, 
chddren,     and     non-combatant     men     he     has 
drowned.     His  crown  is  cemented  together  with 
innocent  blood  and  its  jewels  are  the  eyes  of 
murdered    men    and    women.      'Ihe    wretched 
man  has  made  rivers  of  blood  to  How  yet  not 
a  drop  in  them  is  fnnii  his  own  veins  (»r  the 
veins  of  his  many  sons.      Napoleon  risketl  his 
lite  with  his  men  in  every  battle  but  this  man 
never  once.      While   sending  millions  to   their 
death  he  yet  consents  to  live,  and  protects  his 
lite  with  the  an.xious  care  a  miser  bestows  on 
his  gold.     .Alone  among  large  families  in  (Ger- 
many   his    household    is    without    a    casualty. 
I  hough  a  natinti  be  white  and  innocent  as  the 
Belgian  swan  it  uil!  ii.-t  escape  his  sword,  and 
he  will  swoop  upon  it  the  more  readily  because 
It   is  unarmed.       Ihe   sw.in   cannot   live   where 
the  eagle  Hies,  and  one  or  the  other  must  die. 
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But  the  stricken  swan  of  Yprcs  is  not  merely 
the  symbol  '  ''  Belgium  and  her  fate,  'ihcrc 
are  other  innocents  who  ha\e  perished  or  been 
sorely  wounded.  The  whole  creation  is  groan- 
ing and  travailing  in  pain.  The  neutral  nations 
are  sutteiing  with  the  belligerent,  and  the  lower 
creatures  are  suffering  with  mankind. 

Next  to  seeing  wounded  men  on  the  roads  at 
the  front,  I  think  the  saddest  bight  is  that  of 
dying  horses  and  mules.  Last  winter  they  had 
to  stand,  with  little  c<)\er,  exposed  to  the  bitter 
blasts,  it  was  impossible  to  keep  them  c'  .in 
or  diy.  lor  the  roads  were  churned  into  li(juid 
mud  and  both  mules  and  drivers  were  plastered 
with  it  from  head  to  foot.  To  make  thlnLTs 
worse  there  was  a  shortage  of  fodder;  ar.d 
horses  waste  away  ripidly  under  ill-feeding. 
Before  the  tine  weather  hail  given  them  a 
chance  to  recover  weight  and  strength,  the 
Battle  ol  Arras  began,  and  e\ery  living  beast 
of  burden,  as  well  as  e\ery  motor-engine,  was 
straineii  to  its  utmost.  The  mule  is  magnificent 
for  war,  and  our  battles  have  been  won  as 
niucii  by  mules  as  men.  1  laig  could  rely  on 
one  as  much  as  on  the  other.  i  he  mule  will 
eat  .inythin-T.  endure  anything.  -nuA.  when  un- 
derstood and  humored  by  its  dii\er,  will  do 
anything.  It  works  until  it  falls  dcM\  by  the 
roadside.     In  the  spring,  hundreds  died  in  bar- 
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ness.  In  fact,  few  die  except  in  harness.  They 
die  facing  the  foe,  dratr-ing  rations  along  shell- 
swept  roads  to  the  men  in  the  trenches. 

On  two  miles  of  road  I  ha\-e  counted  a  dozen 
dead  mules;  and  burial  parties  are  sent  out  to 
put  them  out  of  sight.     One  night,  alone,  I  got 
three  dying  mules  shot.     Ihe  road  was  crowded 
witli   tratlic,   yet   it   was  difficult  to   luul   either 
an  otlicer  -vith  a  revolver  or  a  transport-driver 
with  a  rille.     I  had  to  ap[iroach  scores  before 
I  could  ilnd  a  man  who  had  t^c  means  to  put 
a  mule  out  ot   its  misery;  and  we  were  within 
two  miles  of  our  I'ront.     So  rigid  is  our  line  of 
defense  that  those  behind  it  do  not  trouble  to 
take  arms.     lAen  when  I   found  a  ritleman  he 
hesitated  to  shoot  a  mule.      Ihere  is  a  rule  that 
no  horse  or  mule  must  be  shot  without  proper 
authority,  and  when  you  consider  the  enormous 
cost  of  one  the  necessity  for  the  rule  is  obvious. 
I    had   therefore   to   assure   a    ritleman   that    I 
would  take   ful!    responsibility    for  his   action. 
He  then  loaded  up,  put  the  no/zle  against  the 
mule's    forehead    ami    pulled    the    trigger.      A 
tremor  passed  through  the  poor  thing's  body 
and  its  troubles  were  over.      It  had  come   all 
the  wav  Irom  South  America  to  wear  itself  out 
carrying  food  to  fighting  men,  and  it  died  by 
the  road  when  its  last  ounce  of  strength  was 
speut. 
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I  he  nnilc  knf)\vs  neither  love  nor  offspring. 

.\{^;irt    frotn    a    few    <;amho!s    in    the    fieM,    or 

while    tcrliercd    to    the    horse-lines,    it    knows 

nothinn;  hut  work.      It  is  the  supreme  type  of 

the  (irud^e.      It  is  one  of  the  greatest  factors 

in   the    war.    and  yet    it   receives    scarcely   any 

recognition    and    more    of    whipping    than    of 

praise.     Only  too  often  I  have  seen  their  poor 

shell-mangied     bothes    lying    by    the     roadside 
,...,;^: Ill    .1,  .   1 1        n  i'  .•         r         1    • 


not  »ound  at  t!ie  1  ront  at  all.     it  is  found  at 
home.     At  tlie  I"ro:it  there  is  suffering  of  body 
vnd  mind,   but   at   Ixniie  ttiere   is  the  suffering 
ol    the   heart.      I".\ery   soldier  knows   that   his 
mother  and  wife  suffer  more  than  he  does,  and 
he  pities  them  from  Ins  soul.     War  is  a  cross 
on  whicl)  Woman  is  cruci'ieti.     The  soldier  dies 
of  his  w(^uiuis  in   the  morning  (^i  life,  bit  his 
wife  lingers  on  ni  jviin  through  the  long  garish 
day  until  the  evening  shailows  fall.     There  is 
no  Inugliter  at  home  such   as  vou  hear  at  the 
I' ront,   or  e\en   in   the   hospitals.      One   iinds  a 
gayctv  among  the  regiments  in  France  such  as 
is  unknown  amony;  tiie  rtoople  left  at  home.     It 
is  the  sunshine  of  the  street  as  compared  with 
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the  liL^ht  in  a  shaded  room.  There  is  a  youth 
and  buoyancy  at  the  Front  that  one  misses 
sadly  in  the  homeland. 

1  o  a  true  woman  with  a  son  or  husband  at 
the  Front,  life  becomes  a  nightmare.     To  her 
distorted  imagination  the  most  important  man 
in  the  country  is  not  the   Prime   Minister  but 
tfie    postman.      She    cannot    ^et    on    with    her 
breakfast  for  listcninj,^  for  his  foof^teps.     There 
is  po  need  for  him  to  knock  at  the  door,  she 
has  heard  him  open  the  ^ate  and  walk  up  the 
gravel  path.     Her  heart  is  tossed  like  a  bubble 
on  the  winils  of  hope  antl  fear.     She  iintis  her- 
self  behind  the  door  without  knowini2;  how  she 
got  there,  and  lier  Hand  trem'^Jes  as  she  picks 
up  the  letter  to  sec  if  the  ruldre^s  is  in  "his" 
handwriting  or  an  olHciaTs.      J  (le  words,  "On 
His    Majesty's    Service,"    she    dreads    like    a 
witch's    incantation.      'J'hey    may    he    innocent 
enough,  and  cover  nothing  more  than  belated 
Commission  I'apers,  but  she  trembles  lo-,t  thry 
should  '  •  but  the  fair  face  of  a  dark-hearted 
messenger,  who  is  to  bb.t  out  the  light  of  her 
lite  torever.     It  she  goes  out  sho[)ping  and  sees 
a  telegraph-boy  go  in  the  direction  ..f  her  home 
she  forgets  her  purchases  and  hurne-,  back  to 
see  if  he  is  going  to  knock  at  her  door,      ilic 
rosy-faced    messenger    has    become    a    sinister 
figure,  an  imp  from  the  nether  world.     1  le  may 
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be  bringing  news  of  her  hjvcd  one's  arrival  "on 
leave,"  but  so  many  evil  faces  of  fear  and 
d(jubt  peer  throuj^h  tlie  windows  of  her  heart 
tiiat  she  cannor  believe  in  the  innocence  and 
good-will  of  the  whistlinjj;  boy.  Mer  whole 
world  is  wrapped  up  in  his  little  orange-colored 
cn\el()pe. 

1  he  boys  at  the  Front  know  of  the  anxiety 
and  suspense  that  tiarken  their  homes,  and  they 
do  all  tliey  can  to  lighten  them.  'Jhcre  were 
times  on  the  Somme  when  tlie  men  were  uferly 
exhausted  witji  fighting  and  long  vigils  in  the 
trenches.  Water  was  scarce,  and  a  mild 
dysentery  canie  into  eN'idence.  No  fire  could  be 
lighted  to  cook  footl  or  make  hot  tea.  'i"he 
ranks  hail  been  thinnetl.  and  onlv  two  officers 
were  left  to  each  company.  The  weather  was 
b;id  anil  the  cafitured  trench  uncomfortable. 
.\ny  moment  word  might  come  for  another 
attack.  I  he  campaign  was  near  its  close,  ;  id 
the  work  must  be  completed  despite  the  pre\- 
alent  exhaustion.  The  officers  were  too  tiretl, 
depressed  and  preoccu[>ieil  to  censor  hundreds 
of  letters,  in  front  of  him  each  could  see  a  gap- 
ing gra\  e.  1  he  sun  was  rapiilly  "going  west" 
and  le  i\  ing  them  to  the  cold  and  dark.  Noth- 
ing  scirned  to  TTiattcr  in  Comparison  with  thai. 
1  o  hoKl  ser\  ices  were  im[n)ssible  ami  I  felt 
that  the  best  I  could  do  was  to  walk  through 
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the  trench,  chat  with  the  officers  ;ind  men, 
gather  up  the  men's  letters  and  take  them  back 
and  censor  in  my  tent.  This  gave  the  officers 
times  to  write  their  own,  and  an  opportunity 
to  post  them. 

i3ut  note,   I  pray  you,  the  nobility  of  these 
gallant   fellows.     All  of  them  were  exhausted 
and  depressed.     The   shadows  of  dcarh   were 
thick  about  them,  yet  when  I  opened  their  let- 
ters, I   found  myself — with  two  exceptions  out 
of  three  or  four  hundred — in  an   entirely  dif- 
ferent atmosphere.     It  was  a  sunny  atmosphere 
m   \\hich   birds   were   singing.       The   men   said 
nothing    of    their    suffering,    their    depression, 
their  fears  for  the  future.     'I"he  black  wings  of 
death  cnst  no  shadow  over  their  pages.     Thev 
said  they  were  "all  right,"  "merry  and  bright" 
and  "soon  going  back  for  a  long  rest."     'I'hey 
told  their  mothers  wliat  kind  of  cigarettes  to 
send,   and  gave  them  details  how  to  make  up 
the  next  parcel.     They  talked  as  if  death  were 
out  of  sight — a  sinister  fellow  with  whom  they 
had  ,v. thing  to  do 

1  he  officers,  of  course,  censor  their  own 
letters,  so  I  did  not  see  how  thev  wrote.  Hut 
I  A'HOT.-.  They  wrote  as  the  men  wrote,  ami 
probaliiv  with  a  still  li^h'-cr  t'>uch.  Their 
homes  were  dark  enough  with  anxiety,  yet  not 
bv  anv  word  of  theirs  would  the  shadows  be 
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deepened.  They  could  not  shield  themselves 
from  war's  horrors  hut  they  would  do  their 
best  to  shieltl  their  white  swans  at  home,  i  hey 
could  not  keep  rheir  women  folk  out  of  the 
war,  hut  they  would  deliver  them  from  its 
worst  horrors.  Not  till  they  had  fallen  would 
they  let  the  shaf  j  pass  them  to  their  mothers 
and  \\i\es;  rather  wouKl  they  gather  them  in 
their  own  hreasts.  In  the  hour  of  the  world's 
supreme  tragedy  there  was  a  woman  standing 
by  the  cross,  antl  the  august  Sufferer,  with  dy- 
ing breath,  batle  I  lis  closest  friend  take  her, 
when  ^he  last  beam  faded,  to  his  own  homo 
and  be  in  His  place,  a  son  to  her.  I  know 
no  scene  that  better  represents  the  feelings  of 
our  soKliers  towards  their  lo\-ed  ones  at  home. 
fhrir  women  gave  them  inspiration  and  joy 
in  t!u'  da\s  of  peace,  ami  they  still  float  before 
their  vision  amid  the  bK■.ckene(^  ruins  of  war, 
as  beautiful  and  stainless  in  their  purity  as  the 
white  swan  on  the  moat  of  Ypres. 
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THE  ROADMAKERS 


WE  had  just  marched  from  one  part  of 
the  Front  to  another  and  by  a  round- 
about way.  I-lach  morninjj;  the 
Quartermaster  and  "the  billeting  party"  went 
on  before,  and  each  e\ening  we  slept  in  a  vil- 
lage  that  was  strange  to  us.  Each  of  the  men 
carried  on  his  back  a  pack  and  equipment 
weighing  about  eighty  or  ninety  pounds. 
Ihrough  sleet  and  blizzard  and,  for  the 
most  part,  through  open,  ex[)osed  country, 
wc  continued  our  march  without  a  day  of 
rest.  By  the  Hfth  evening  we  reached  the  vil- 
lage where  we  were  to  have  three  or  four 
weeks  of  rest  and  training  before  entering  the 
trenches  for  the  spring  oti'cnsive.  We  had 
unpacked  and  were  sitting  at  dinner  when  a 
telegram  came  announcing  that  all  previous 
plans  were  canceled,  and  that  at  dawn  we  must 
take  to  the  road  agpin.  Something  unexpected 
had  happened,  good  or  ill,  we  knew  not  which, 
and  we  had  to  enter  the  line  in  front  of  Arras. 
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I- or  three  days  more  we  marched.  Daily  the 
sound  ol  the  ^^uns  came  nearer,  and  the  men 
were  tired  and  lootsore.  They  were  also 
deeply  disappointed  of  the  long  rest  to  which 
they  had  been  looking  forward  after  a  winter 
in  the  trenches  at  Ncuve  Chapelle.  Yet  they 
marched  cheerily  enough.  "It's  the  War'" 
they  said  one  to  another  and,  true  to  their  own 
philosophy,  "packed  up  their  troubles  in  their 
old  kit  bags  and  smiled."  When  anv  man 
faltered  a  bit,  as  if  about  to  fall  out  bv  the 
way,  the  others  cheered  him  on  by  singing 
"Old  Soliliers  nc\er  die"  to  the  tu.nc  of  the 
old  Sunday  schocjl  hvmn,  "Kind  words  can 
never  die."  Sometimes  an  officer  would 
shoulder  a  man's  ride  to  the  end  of  the  march, 
or  until  he  felt  better.  In  eight  unbroken  days 
of  marching  we  covered  ninetv-eight  miles  and 
finally  arri:  ed  at  a  camp  of  iiuts  within  a  day's 
march  ot  tlu-  trenches  we  are  to  occupy.  Here, 
where  our  huts  stand  like  islands  in  a  sea  of 
mud.  we  are.  unless  suddenly  needed,  to  take 
a    lew   d.iys'    rest. 

On  tlie  ni'i;  tv-cight  miles  of  road  over  which 
we  tramped,  we  passed  company  after  com- 
pany ot  Brirish  roadmakcrs.  In  soine  parts 
the\-  were  widening  t!ie  road,  in  otlKr  parts 
repairing  it.  Tlie  nnuls  of  Northeastern 
r  ranee   are  handed  o\'er  to  our  care   a-:  com- 
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pletcly  as  if  they  were  in  lingland.  Our  road- 
niakcrs  arc  e\ery\\  licrc,  and  as  \vc  pass  they 
i>tand.  pick  or  shcnc!  in  hand,  to  salute  the 
colonel  and  shout  some  humorous  remark  to 
the  laughing  riJlemen — only  to  got  back  as  much 
as  they  gi\'e. 

This  morning  I  visited  the  neighboring 
village  to  arrange  tor  a  Sunday  service.  The 
roads  are  hopeless  tor  liicycles  at  this  thne  ot 
the  year,  so  I  fell  back  on  Adam's  method  of 
getting  about.  The  road  to  the  village  was 
torn  and  broken,  and  "thaw  precautions"  were 
being  (jbser\ed.  I-^erywhere  it  was  ankle-deep 
in  mud  and,  in  the  iioles,  knee-deep.  Innumer- 
able motor-wagons  liad  crushed  it  beneath  their 
ponderous  weight,  and  my  feet  had  need  of 
my  eyes  to  guide  them.  In  skirting  the  holes 
and  rough  places,  I  added  quite  a  mile  to  the 
journey. 

It  was  annoying  to  get  along  so  slowly,  and 
I  called  the  road  "rotten"  and  blamed  the  War 
for  its  destructi\e  work.  Then  I  saw  that  I 
had  been  unjust  in  judgment.  The  War  had 
constructed  more  than  it  had  destroyed.  The 
road  had  been  a  little  mucKly  co.intry  lane,  but 
the  soldiers  had  made  it  wide  as  Meet  Street, 
and  it  was  bearing  a  mightier  traffic  than  that 
famous  thoroughfare  nigiit  mmI  day.  The 
little   road   with   its   mean    perfections   and   im.. 
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perfections  haii  ^onc,  and  the  larj^c  rnad  -.vith 
big    laults    and    hi^   \ii-tUL-s    had    conic.       This 
solilic"s"    road    h;is    I'aaiUs    the    farmers'     road 
knew   not,   but   then   it   has  burdens   ::nd   U'uties 
unknown    before,    and    it    has    haii    no   time    to 
prepare   for  them.      Like  our  hoy-oi]ieers  who 
are  hearin,^^  irrown  men's  burdens  of  resptmsi- 
kihty  and  bearinjz  t!iem  v/eU,  the  road  has  had 
<)  time   to   hanlen.      do   strengthen   itsdf    for 
Jis  duties,  !t  eats  u[)  stones  as  a  giant  cats  up 
food      I  had  no  ri^ht  to  hjok  for  the  smof)th- 
ncss   of   (Jxford   Street   f)r   the   Strand.      Such 
avenues   represent  tlic  work  of  centuries,   tliis 
ot  days.      J  hey  ha\e  grown  with  their  hurilens, 
but  diis  has  had  \ast  burdens  thrown  upon  it 
suddenly.  :ind  while  it  v.  as  immature.     Oxford 
Street  and  Idcet  Street  are  the  roads  of  [^eace, 
and    hiden    with    wealth    and    luxury,    law    and 
literature — thing>  ;',.,     -.in  wuIl.      But  <;•>   tliis 
road   of   the    soldiers'    making,    nothing   is    al- 
lowed  except   it  be   concerned   with   matters   of 
life    and   death.       It   is   the    road   of   war.    and 
there   is   a   terrible   urgency  about   it.      ()\er   it 
pass   ammunition   to  tiie   guns,    rations   ro    the 
soldiers    in    the    trenches,    r.mbulances    bearing 
back  the  wounded  to  the  hospital.      Whatever 
its  conditions  th.e  work  must  be  ilone,  and  there 
is  no  room  for  a  halting  prudence  or  the  pride 
of  appearance.     Rough  though  it  is  and  muddv. 
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over  it  Is  passing,  lor  all  wiio  have  eyes  to 
s. '^  a  new  and  better  civilization  and  a  wider 
liberty,  i  had  grumbled  at  the  worn-out  road 
when  I  ought  to  have  praised  it.  I  was  as  an 
ingrate  who  finds  Jault  wirii  his  father's  hands 
because  tiiey  are  rough  and  hornv. 

It  was  a  grcHjp  of  soldier-roadmakers  who 
brought  me  to  my  senses.      Ihey  were  making 
a  new  road  through  the  iields.  and  it  branched 
oft    from  tl'     one   1   v.  a:  on.      I   saw  its  crude 
beginning  and  considered  the  burdens  it  would 
soon  have  to  bear.     As  I  stood  watching  these 
English  roadmakers  my  mind  wandered  down 
the   avenues   of   time,    and    i    saw   the    Roman 
soldiers  building  their  imwiortal  roads  through 
England.      I'hey  were  joining  town  to  town  and 
country    to    country.       Ihey    were    introiiucing 
the  people  of  the  North  to  those  of  the  South, 
and  bringing  the  East  into  fellowship  with  the 
West.       I    saw    come    along    their    rcnuls    the 
union   of   all    Englami   followed   at,    some   dis- 
tance, by  that  of  I'.nglanti,  Scotland  and  Wales; 
and   I   regretted  that  there  was  no  foundation 
on  which  they  could  build  a  road  to  Ireland. 
I  sav.-  on  those  soldier-built  roads,  also,  Chris- 
tianity and   Civilization  marching,   and   in   the 
viHag-s  and  towns  by  t'ne  wayside  thev  found 
a  home  whence  they  have  sent  out  missionaries 
and  teachers  to  the  ends  of  the  earth. 
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"'f  he  captains  ami  the  kings  depart.''  The 
Kornan  L.nipirc  is  iim  fnc^rc,  but  tlic  Roman 
roads  remain.  1  hey  direct  our  modern  life 
and  busine'^s  \\\i\\  an  inevitability  the  Roman 
soldiers  neNtr  exercised.  In  two  thousand 
years  the  I'.mpire  may  have  fallen  apart  anil 
beeonu-  ;;  thi'iij;  ot  the  past;  bur  t!ic  rca.ii  her 
sons  h'\c  iniilt  in  Irance,  these  two-and-a-half 
years,  will  abiuc  tore\cr  and  be  a  perpetual 
blessing;  tor,  ol  things  made  by  hands,  there 
is,  after  the  church  anti  the  home,  nothini.;  more 
sacred  th:m  the  roail.  \  he  roadmaker  does 
more  for  the  brotherlirod  ol  man  and  the 
federation  ot  the  world  than  the  nuist  eIo(juent 
Orator.  Ihe  roadmaker  fi;!s  his  dreams  and 
visions  as  wil!  ,is  tlie  poet,  ami  he  expresses 
them  m  broken  stones.  lie  uses  st*)nes  as 
artists  use  colors,  and  orators  words.  Me 
touches  them — transient  as  they  are — with  im- 
mortality. A  little  of  his  soul  sticks  to  each 
stone  he  uses,  arid  though  the  stone  perishes 
the  road  remains.  His  body  may  perish  more 
tjuickly  than  the  stones  arui  be  l:iM  in  some 
(juiet  churchyurd  In  the  wayside,  but  his  soul 
will  never  utterly  forsake  the  roail  he  b.elpcd 
to  make.  In  man"'-  nature,  and  in  all  his  works, 
there  Is  a  strange  blending  of  the  temporal 
ami  the  ctcrn.d,  ant!  iji  nothing  is  it  more 
marked  than  in  the  roads  he  builds. 
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The  roadnukcr  is  the  pioneer  among  men 
and  without  him  there  v  (,uld  he  neither  artist 
nor  orator.  He  goes  before  civilization  as 
John  the  Baptist  went  before  Christ,  and  he 
IS  as  rough  and  elemental.  Hard  as  his  own 
stones,  without  him  mankind  would  ha\e  re- 
mained savage  and  suspicious  as  lieasts  of  prey; 
and  art,  science  and  literature  v.ould  have  had 
no  beginning.  I  lis  road  may  begin  in  war,  but 
It  end>  m  peace. 

I  he  pioneers  I  saw  roadmaking  were,  tor  the 
greater  part,  over  military  age.  and  such  as 
I  had  otten  seen  leaning  heavily  on  the  bar 
of  some  miserable  beer-house.  In  those  days 
they  seemed  of  the  earth,  earthy,  and  the  stars 
that  lure  to  high  thoughts  antl  noble  en- 
deavors seemed  to  sliine  on  them  in  \ain.  But 
one  ne'.er  knows  what  is  passing  in  the  heart 
of  another.  Of  all  '!iin-.'s  human  nature  is 
the  most  mysterious  and  deceptive.  ( lod  seems 
to  play  at  hide-and-seek  with  men.  I  le  hides 
pearls  in  ovsters  Iv:;ig  in  the  oo/.e  of  the  sea; 
and  gr,|,|  under  the  exerlasting  snows  of  the 
Arctic  regions.  Diamonds  he  Iniries  deep  down 
iti  tile  tlirt  beneath  the  African  veldt.  lie 
places  Christ  in  a  carpenter's  shop,  Joan  of 
Arc  in  a  p-easant's  dwelling,  Lincoln  in  a 
settler  s  cabin,  and  Burns  in  .i  crude  cottage 
built    by    his    father's   own    hands.      lie    hides 
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generous  impulses  ami  heroic  traits  in  types  ot 
men  that  in  our  mean  imaij;inations  we  can  u.'ily 
associate  with  the  s.iw-dust  sprinkleil  bar-room. 
Only  whe!i  war  or  pestilence  have  kindled  their 
fierce  anil  luriil  ihunes  do  wc  linil  the  hidden 
nobility  that  Ciod  has  stored  auay  in  strange 
places — jilaces  otten  as  t'oul  and  unlikely  as 
those   where   a   mi-er   stores   his   l^old. 

Wluii  l)io|j;eiies  went  about  with  a  candle 
in  search  of  an  honest  nian  did  he  think  to 
look  in  the  ta\erns  and  slums?  I  fancy  not. 
Not  I)ioij;enes'  candle  but  the  "I.i)^ht  of  the 
\V(<rhr'  was  neeiled  to  reveal  the  treasure  (iod 
has  hideicn  in  men.  Christ  alone  knew  where 
His  lather  had  hidden  His  wealth  and  could 
guide  us  to  it.  in  this  time  of  peril  when 
every  man  with  any  nobility  in  him  is  needed 
stantl  in  the  deadly  breach,  ami  with  body 
and  soul  hold  back  the  brutality  and  tyranny 
that  wo'ild  enshne  the  worKl  we  have,  like  the 
woman  in  the  parable,  lit  a  caiidle  and  searched 
'.•\ery  cornLT  of  our  kingdom  dilii.jently.  In 
the  ilus:  of  unswept  corners  we  ha\e  found 
numv  a  coin  of  \  due  that,  but  for  our  ex- 
ceeding neeil,  would  ha\e  remained  hidden. 
To  me,  the  wealth  ami  woniler  of  the  war  have 
been  found  in  its  sweepings.  lime  and  again 
we  have  found  those  who  were  lost,  and  a  new 
happiness  has  come  into  lite.      I  o  the  end  of 
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my  days  I  shall  walk  the  earth  with  reverent 
feet.  1  did  nut  know  men  were  su  great.  1 
ha\e  looked  at  life  without  seeing  the  gold 
through  the  dust,  and  ha\  e  beeii  no  better  than 
a  Kattir  child  [^laying  marbles  with  iliamonds, 
unaware  of  their  \alue.  1  ha\c  gone  among 
my  tcllows  with  proud  •^tcp  wliere  1  ought  i  > 
have  walked  liumbly.  and  Iraw;  i ashed  in  where 
angels  feared  to  tread. 

Life  at  the  Ironc  lias  made  me  feel  mean 
among  mankind.  My  comrades  iiavc  been  so 
great.  In  days  hn.g  past.  I  ha\"e  trod.den  on 
the  hem  of  Christ'.^  gariiicnt  without  knowing 
it.  I  ha\e  not  •■.'cn  its  jewels  because  I,  and 
others,  have  si  often  trodi  it  in  the  mire. 
let,  through  the  mire  o\  siui.  and  tavern,  the 
jewels  ha\  e  emerged  ^'earl-white  and  ruby-red. 
And  I  ieel  that  I  owe  to  a  lar^e  part  of  man- 
kind an  apology  lor  ha\ing  ueen  belo'-e  the 
war  so  blind,  callous  and  supeilicial.  Dui  for 
the  agony  and  bloody  sweat  in  wliich  i  ha\e 
seen  my  fellows,  I  should  ne\er  have  known 
them  tor  what  they  are,  and  the  liarkncss  of 
death  would  have  covered  me  bcfrire  I  had 
realized  what  m.uie  the  tleath  ot  Christ 
and  the  sutierings  of  all  the  martvrs  well 
worth  while.  XHw  there  is  a  new  light  upon 
tny  patli  and  1  ^Iidl  see  the  leatures  of 
an   angel    through   the   dirt    on    a   slum-child's 
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face.  Words  of  Ch'  nac  once  lay  in  tJie 
shadow  now  stand  o.  clearly,  lor  whenever 
we  get  bthnv  the  surlace  of  Htc  we  come  to 
Jli)ii.  I  Ic  is  there  belorc  us,  and  awaiting  our 
coming. 

J  a!s(j  umlerstand,  now,  something  of  the 
meaning  ot  the  wortls  which  the  Lnemphiyeil 
sera  .vied  '.;'.tn  tiieir  banner  before  the  war — • 
"Damn  your  charity.  (ii\e  us  work."  It  was 
a  deep  and  true  saying,  and  taught  them  by  a 
stern  teacher.  When  the  war  came  we  dnl 
"liamn  uuv  ciiarity"  and  ga\e  them  "work." 
.Main  .1  man  got  his  first  chance  of  doing  "a 
m.ui's  job."  and  rose  to  the  full  height  of  h's 
immhood.  .Manv  hitherto  itlle  and  drunken, 
weie  touched  in  their  finer  parts.  J  hey  saw 
tiieir  country's  n^'^d,  and  though  their  country 
had  done  little  to  iiierit  their  gratitude,  they 
respontled  to  her  call  before  some  of  the  more 
prudent  vau\  ^obcr.  I'hose  who  were  \()ung 
went  out  to  tight,  and  every  officer  can  tell 
stories  about  dieir  behavior  in  the  iiours  of 
danger  .md  suttering  which  bring  tears  to  the 
eyes  and  penitence  to  the  heart.  Those  above 
uiiliiary  age  went  out  to  make  ro.uls  over  which 
their  vounger  brothers  and  sons  couhl  march, 
and  get  tood,  ammunition,  (ir  an  anilnilance 
according  to  their  tueil,.  Among  the  group 
oi    miildle-ageil   roadmikers   tli.it    I    saw   there 
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were,  I  doubt  not,  soiiic  who  iiad  hccn  counted 
wastrels  and  who  had  made  luit  a  \y.)nr  show 
of  hfc.  Now  they  luiJ  j;ol  work,  tliat  made 
them  feel  that  they  were  men  and  not  mench- 
cants,  and  they  were  "making  ^ood." 

While  I  watched  them  a  lark  rose  from  a 
ncip;hI)oring  tield  and  saii^  over  them  a  song 
of  the  coming  spring.  It  was  the  lirst  iark.  1 
had  heard  this  year,  and  I  was  g!;;d  it  mingled 
its  notes  with  the  sounds  of  the  roadmakcrs' 
shoNe!-;.  Nature  is  not  so  indilterent  to  human 
struggles  as  it  soniet;mes  seems.  i  he  man 
who  stamli  steailfa^tiy  hy  the  right  aiv.l  true 
and  bids  tyranny  and  \\rn:ig  gi\e  place  will 
find,  at  last,  that  lie  is  in  league  wiih  the  stones 
of  the  lield  .uul  the  birds  of  the  air.  and  that 
the  stars  in  their  courses  light  tor  him.  I  he 
roadmaker  and  the  lark  are  born  friends. 
Roth  are  heralds  of  coming  gladness,  and  w  hile 
or.e  works,  the  other  sings.  True  work  and 
pure  song  are  ne\  er  far  aj^art.  I  hev  arc  both 
born  of  hope  and  seek  to  body  forth  the  im- 
mortal. A  man  works  while  he  has  faith. 
Would  he  sow  if  he  did  not  i)e!ieve  the  promise, 
made  under  the  rainbow,  that  scevl-timc  :'.nJ 
harvest  shall  ne\er  fail?  ( )r  cou'd  he  sing 
with  ilespair  choking  his  heart.-'  ^  et  ht-  lan 
sing  \\ith  death  choking  ir.  In  the  \ery  act 
of  dying  Wesley  sang  the  hymn,  'i'll  praise  my 
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Maker  while  I'x  c  breath. ""  lie  sani^  because 
of  the  hope  of  immortality.  lie  was  not  turn- 
in'j;  his  face  to  the  blank  wall  ot  Je;ith  :n;'i 
obli\ion    but  to   the   openinj;   \i,<nc   ot    a    iuller 


e  was  soarinir  sunuart's  lik-  the  lark, 


lite. 

and  soaring  sang, 


"And   ^vilC!l  n.s    voire   is   lost   in   death 
Praise   shall    ciiiplov    iiiv   i:o!)i'_T    poucr^; 
My    da>s   of    praise    --luil    iie't  r    lie    jiast.'' 

Joy  can  sii'g  and  Sorrcnv  can  sirig,  but 
Despair  is  diinib.  It  has  not  even  a  cry,  tor  a 
cry  is  a  call  for  liel[)  as  c\ery  niDtlier  knows, 
and  Despair  knows  no  helper.  ]'\en  the  sad- 
dest song  has  hope  in  it.  as  the  dreariest  desert 
has  a  well.  Ihe  lo\ed  one  is  deatl  but  Love 
lives  un  and  whispe.s  of  a  trysting  place  beyond 
this  bourne  of  time,  where  loved  and  lo\er 
meet  again.  The  patriot's  lite  may  be  pouring 
from  a  do7en  wounds  on  tiie  muddy  field  of 
battle,    hut   his    fast-emptving    heart    is    singing 

with  each  heavy  beat,  "Who  dies,  it  my  country 

1"      ■3" 
Ii\c . 

Roadmakcrs    have    prepared    the    way    for 

missionaries  in  every  land.     Trail-bla/ers  are 

not  always  religious  men — often  they  are  wild, 

reckless  fellows  whom  few  would  :d!o\\-  a  place 

in  tb.e  Kingdom  of  (iini — but  is  not  their  work 

religious    in   its    tinal    upshot?      Do    they    not, 
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however  unconsciously,  "prepare  the  way  of 
tlic  Lord,  make  straight  in  the  desert  a  high- 
way tor  our  Ciodr"  Close  on  their  h.cels  go 
th.c  missionaries,  urged  on  laster  hy  thi.-  {)urc 
love  of  souls  than  the  trader  hy  I(/\-e  of  lucre. 
1  he  greatest  among  the  '•oadrnakers  was  a 
missionary  iiimseif — I)a\id  Li\ing,>tone.  And 
for  such  an  one  the  name  Living-stone  is  per- 
fect. It  has  the  touch  of  destiny.  'J'hrough 
swamp  and  forest  he  went  where  white  iect 
had  never  trod,  and  hla/.cd  a  trail  for  tiic  mes- 
sengers of  C'hri>t,  until,  worn  out  with  lever 
and  hardship,  he  fell  asleep  at  his  prayers,  to 
v>ake  no  more  to  toil  and  suffering. 

But  while  the  roadmaker  hestows  hcneiits  on 
us  he  also  lays  ohligations,  for  there  can  be 
no  enlargement  of  privilege  without  i  corre- 
sponding increase  of  responsihility.  1  he  roaiis 
the  men  are  making  here  m  I'rance  will  he  good 
for  trade.  Thev  will  o[ien  up  the  country  as 
did  the  military  roads  of  Caesar  and  Napoleon; 
and  along  them  soldiers  aic  marching  who,  at 
tremen.i  as  cost  to  themselves,  are  buying  for 
posterity  great  benetits,  and  laying  upon  postcr- 
itv  great  obligations.  Posterity  must  hold  and 
enlarge  the  liberties  won  for  them,  and  jirovc 
worthv  of  their  citizenship  by  resisting  tyranny 
"even  unto  blood."  We  are  here  because  our 
fathers  were  heroes  and  lovers  of  liberty.    I  Lad 
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they  been  cowards  and  slaves  thcic  would  have 
been  11')  war  tor  us.  As  v,c  tollow  our  tathers 
our  sons  must  be  ready  to  lollow  us.  1  lie 
present  springs  out  of  the  past,  and  die  future 
will  spring  out  of  the  present.  Inheritance 
implies  ilefense  on  tiie  part  of  the  inheritors. 

The  '.iry  names  they  gi\e  to  their  roads 
show  that  our  soMiers  have  grasped  this  fact. 
J  he  colli  can\'as  hut  in  which  I  am  writing  is 
otlicially  described  as  No.  l  1  lut.  O.xjnrii 
Street.  .A  little  farther  off,  anil  running  parallel 
with  it,  is  Ctiiithri>i(/i-  Road.  There  is  also  an 
l:ti)t!  I\.'  d.  Iliirroii  Road,  and  Marlharaiujii 
Road,  .'^indents  of  tlie  uni\ersiries  and  schools 
alter  whuh  these  roads  are  named  are  out 
here  to  del  end  what  these  institutions  have 
stood,  lor  through  the  hoary  centuries.  'J  hey 
are  (uit  to  [ireserve  the  true  conception  of 
Liberty  and  Fair-play,  and  to  build  roads  along 
which  ;.l!  peoples  who  desire  it  can  travel  un- 
molested by  attacks  from  either  tyrants  or 
anarchists. 

Right  from  the  beginning  of  the  war.  the 
idea  of  a  Roail  has  taken  hold  of  the  imagina- 
tion of  our  soldiers.  The  lirst  divisions  came 
out  siitging.  "It's  a  long,  long  way  to  Tip- 
per,ir\.  but  my  heart's  rigb.t  there."  Nowa- 
days the  popular  song  is  "'!  iicre's  a  long,  long 
trail   awinding  into  the  L;    d  of  my  dreams." 
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They  are  making  a  Road  of  Liberty  along 
which  all  nations  may  pass  to  universal  peace 
and  brotherhood,  and  where  the  weak  will  be 
as  safe  from  oppression  as  the  strong.  "It's 
a  long,  long  way  to  go,"  but  they  ha\-e  seen 
their  goal  on  the  horizon,  and  will  either  reach 
it  or  die  on  the  way  to  it.  They  ha\'e  made 
up  their  minds  that  never  again  sb.all  tfie 
shadow  of  the  Kaiser's  mailed  Hst,  or  t'nat  any 
other  tyrant  fall  across  their  path.  These  men 
never  sing  of  war.  Ihey  hate  war.  It  is  a 
brutal  necessity  forced  on  them  by  the  ambi- 
tion of  a  tyrant.  Their  songs  are  all  oi  peace 
and  none  of  war.  Of  the  future  and  not  the 
present  they  sing: 

"Tiddle> -iildley-ighty, 
Hurry  n;o  home  to  Blighty; 
Bligluy    is    the    place    for    me." 


Whether  they  sing  with  levity  or  seriousness 
(and  lc\'ity  of  manner  often  veils  their  serious- 
ness of  feeling),  it  is  of  a  future  of  peace  and 
goodwill  they  sing.  To  them  the  war  is  a 
hard  roavi  leading  to  a  better  life  for  man- 
kind. It  is  to  rliem  what  the  desert  was  to 
the  Israelite:,  when  thcv  left  tho  bondage  of 
Fgypt  for  the  libertv  of  the  T,an;1  of  Promise. 
Therefore  thev  must  tread  !•"  without  faltering 
even    as    Christ    trod    the    way    of   the    Cross. 
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"There's  a  1  'iip;,  lonn;  trail  awindinp;  into  the 
I. ami  of  their  clreatTis"  and  thcv  will  not  lose 
taith  in  their  dreams  h'n\c\er  wearisome  the 
way.  I'.lderly  na\\ies  and  laborers  hax'e  come 
to  smooth  die  mads  tor  them,  and  nurses  are 
tendmjT  those  who  ha\e  fallen  broken  by  the 
way;  while  across  the  sundering  sea  are 
mothers  and  wives  whose  prayers  make  flov.ers 
sprin-^  up  at  their  fee-  and  blo'^soms  break  out 
on  every  tree  that  fringes  the  side  of  the  road. 


Ill 
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Ti  IliRE  is  an  undoubted  ghiinour  about 
the  Iront,  which  when  at  fionic,  in  I'ng- 
h;nd.  cannot  be  exphiined.  In  tiic  army 
or  ouc  ol  it,  the  wine  of  life  is  white  and  still, 
but  at  the  IVont  it  runs  reii  and  sparkhng. 
One  day  I  got  a  litt  in  a  motor-wagon  and 
sat  on  a  box  by  the  side  of  one  of  tlie  ser\ants 
of  the  officer's  mess  at  the  Aerodrome  near 
by.  lie  was  going  into  Dou'dens,  a  market 
town,  to  buy  food  and  some  httle  Uixurles. 
Captain  Hall,  \'.  C,  the  prince  of  Engl!:,h 
flyers,  was,  uj)  to  t!ie  time  of  his  vlealh  in  the 
rdr.  a  member  of  the  mess,  antl  the  servant 
\vas  telling  me  liow  comfortable  all  the  oHicers 
make  their  (iuarter>.  In  a  phrase  he  delnied 
the  glaniour  of  ti'<e  Front. 

"One  day,"  he  said,  "when  we  were  hvlping 
him  to  make  his  rntrm  comfortable.  Captain 
Ball  burst  out  into  a  merry  laugh  and  cb.uckled, 
'We  !ia\en"t  long  to  li\e,  but  we  li\e  well  while 
we  ilo  live.'  " 

Fhere   \ou   ha\e    it.      Fife   is   concentrated. 
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Death  is  near — just  round  the  corner — so  the 
men  make  the  most  ot  their  time  anj  "ll\e 
well."  It  has  the  same  (]uahty  as  "k^uc"  at 
home.  Leave  is  short  and  uncertain,  so  we 
"h\e  well."  Our  friends  know  it  mav  he  tlie 
hist  si^^ht  ot  us,  and  we  know  it  ma\-  !k'  our 
last  siL^ht  ol  them.  They  are  kind  and  c;e!i- 
trous  to  us.  as  we  are  to  thein;  and  so.  tiie 
ten  da\s  of  "lca\e"  are  just  gkjrious.  Ruskin 
says  th.'.t  the  tuH  spleniior  of  the  sun-cr  hists 
hut  a  seeonii,  and  th:'.r  i  urner  went  out  early 
in  tlie  evening  and  w. itched  witii  ra[it  arrentliMi 
tor  that  one  second  of  supreme  sfilendor  and 
d.clight.  !  le  livetl  for  sunsets  and  wliile  others 
were  balancing  tiieir  accounts,  or  takmir  tea,  he 
ncnt  out  to  see  the  da'iv  miraJe.  llie  on.' 
second  in  which  he  saw  Ciod  pass  Uv  in  tiie  nlory 
of  the  sunset  was  to  him  worth  ail  the  twcntv- 
four  hours.  I-"or  one  second  in  e;ich  diy  he 
caught  the  ^lan'.oi.ir  ot  eartli  and  h.ea\en,  ajid 
went  hack  to  his  untidy  stutlu^s  blind  to  all  but 
the  s|Mendor  he  had  seen. 

I  hat  secoiui  e;ich  dav  was  lite,  indeed,  and 
the  t^lamour  ot  the  Iront  is  like  unto  it.  It  is 
the  pi, ice  wl'.ere  life  sets,  and  the  darkness  of 
death  dr;iws  on.  1  he  comtnonest  soldier  ieels 
it  and  with,  true  instinct,  not  less  true  because 
unct)nseious,  he  liescribes  death  at  the  h  ront 
iis  "goinL^  West."     It  is  the  presence  of  death 
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that  gives  the  Iront  its  ghimour,  aiul  Hfe  its 
cor.ceiitrated  joy  and  fascinati(jn.  Captain 
Bail  saw  it  with  the  intuition  ot  genius  when 
he  said:  "We  haven't  h)ng  to  Hve,  hut  we  h\e 
well  while  we  do  li\e."' 

I  he  iniinediate  presence  of  ileath  ar  the 
!•  ront  gives  tone  to  every  L.\pre.><i()n  of  life,  and 
niake^  it  the  kindest  place  \n  t!ie  world.  No 
one  feels  he  can  tio  to(j  iiuicli  lor  \ou,  and 
tin  re  i^  nothing  you  would  nor  do  l.ir  another. 
W  hethcr  you  are  an  otl'.ccr  or  a  [irivate,  you 
can  get  a  lift  (mi  any  road,  in  ajiy  vehicle,  that 
has  an  inch  ol  room  in  :t.  1  low  often  ha\e 
1  seen  ;i  i,io/en  tired  I  oinniies  chin';'."'er:ng  un 
the  hack  of  an  enipr\-  niotf  rdori'v  wliich  has 
stopped,  or  slowed  tlown,  to  let  them  get  in. 
It  is  one  of  the  merriest  'lights  of  the  war  and 
redounds  to  the  credit  of  human  nature.  Cigar- 
ettes are  passed  round  hy  those  who  hue,  to 
those  \\\\'i  ha\-e  not.  with  a  generosi*\-  th't  re- 
minds one  of  nothing  so  nuicli  as  th;',t  of  the 
earlv  Christian:  who  "had  all  things  common; 
and  sold  their  possessions  and  goods,  and 
[Parted  'hem  to  a.ll  men,  as  e\-crv  man  had 
need.  '  "^  on  need  never  go  hunury  while  others 
ha\  c  food.  Officers  are  welcome  at  every  mes« 
thcv  fro  near,  nnd  privates  will  rret  food  In  the 
servants'   kitchen   or  may  go  shares  with  the 
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.iny  uiiict.      li    ni.!\    be   a   man's   own 
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fault  that  !ic  took  no  loo^l  on  tlic  march,  and 
his  comradLt:  nuiv  tell  him  so  in  ;^lain  strong 
lanL!;uat;c,  but  they  \^lll  compel  luin  to  share 
whnt  they  ha\c  just  the  s;iine. 

One  wet  ni:j;ht  on  tl-.c  Somnie  I  ii;ot  lost  in 
"liipi^v    V'atley""   ;mu1   rouh!   not   tinil   niv   regi- 
ment.    Soein-  a  h^'iit  in  a  tent.  I  niajc  for  it. 
it  was  a  pioneers'  tent,  hut  they  invited  me  to 
come  in  out  of  the  ^'onn    md  stay  the  I;!^ht. 
'I'luv   were    at    supper    and   had   only   a    small 
supply   of  hu!!v-heef,    hinailts   and   stroni:  tea; 
hut 'they  insisted  (-n  me  sharlr.i;  wh.at  thev  had. 
1  was  drippinu  with  rain,  and  thev  ;i;a\  e  u-.  one 
„f   their   blankets.      One   of   them    <:a\e^nu-    a 
box   to   sle/p   on,   while   he   shared   his   eh.um  s. 
Scmic   lost   privates   eame   in   later  wet   to  the 
skin,   and  the  pioneers  <,^avc  them  all  the  cat- 
ddes   left   over   from    supper,   and   shared   out 
the'r  blankets  and  elothc-.     it  was  pure  C  h.ns- 
tianitv— whatever  creeds  thev  mav  think  they 
believe.      \nd  it  is  the  -honour  of  the  1  ront. 
FnRlnnd  feel,  cold  and  dull  after  it.     KiiHlncss 
om\   comradeship   p.-rvnde  the    air   in    1  ranee. 
You  feel  that  everyone  i-^  a  friend  and  brother 
Tt  ^yi11  he  i^rettv  h  -nl  for  ehnrlalns  to  jio  back 
to  their  rhurrh...     They  have  been  spelled  bv 
too  mueb   khidness.      How   c^n   thev   ->   back 
to  the  cnhl  o.tmnsphcrc  of  cnticlsm  and  narrow 
judjzmcnts  which  prevail  In  so  many  churches 
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— that  is,  unless  the  v,ar  has  brought  changes 
thcr;;  also?  AihI  after  j^reaching  to  dying  men 
who  listen  as  it'  their  uestiny  depcmied  upon 
their  hearing,  how  can  they  go  hack  to  pulpits 
where  large  numbers  iii  the  congregati(nis  re- 
gard their  messages  as  of  le-^s  importance  than 
dinner,  and  as  merely  supplying  material  tor 
an  exercise  in  more  or  less  kindly  criticism  dur- 
ing tlie  discussion  oi  t!iat  meal.'' 

"'I'he  glamour  of  tlie  serxices  at  the  Trent! 
How    the    scenes    are    photographed    on    my 
heart!     As  a  congregation  sits  in  a  church  at 
home  how   stolid  its  features  often  are— how- 
dull    ics    eyes!      One    glance    arfiund    and    the 
preacher's  heart  sinks  within  him  and   his   in- 
sjiirati^ui  Hies   away.      Nothing  is  expected  ot 
him,  and  riotliing  particuhirly  desireil.     People 
have  come  by  force  of  habit,  and  not  of  ncvA. 
But  how  the  eyes  of  the  soltiiers  in  I'rance  glow 
and  l)urn;  how  then-  features  speak,  and  make 
the  preacher  speak  in  reply!     Who  u)uld  help 
being  eloquent  there!     Such  faces  wouUl  make 
the  dumb  speak.     One  can  see  the  effect  of  his 
words  as  plainly  in  thtir  expressions  as  he  can 
sec  th:  ettect  of  wind  on   a  cornlield.      l.vcry 
emotion    from   huninr   to   concern   K-aps    irom 
the   heart   to  the    face   as   the   subject  touches 
them  at.  first  tb.is  point  of  tneir  life,  then  at  that. 
The    men's    eves    are    unforgettable.      Months 
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afterwards  they  come  vividly  to  mind,  and  one 
is    back    again    answering    the    questions    they 
silently  ask,  and  seeing  the  hiok  of  content  or 
gratitude  that  takes  the  place  of  the  perplexed 
or  troubled  expression.      Fyes   are   said  to  be 
the  wnidows  of  the  soul,  and  as  1  ha\  e  spoken 
I  ha\  e  seen  men's  souls  looking  out.     .At  b.onie 
the  windows   are   darkened   and  there   seemed 
to  be  no  souls  behind  the  panes.     The  dwellers 
within  the  houses  are  busy  with  other  matters, 
and    ^\  ill    not    come    to    the    windows.       1  he 
preacher    feels    like    an    organ-grinder    in    the 
jitrcet — those  who  hear  do  not  heed  nor  come 
to  the  windows  of  the  soul.     In   l-'rance  there 
is  a  soul  looking  out  at  every  windi)w;  and  the 
preacher  sings — for  his  wonls  grow   rhythmic 
—to  his  listeners  of  the   love  of  ('od   and  ot 
the  lo\e   of  women  and  children  which  make 
sweet  this  vale  of  tears  and  light  man  on  his 
lone  way  beyond  the  grav. 

One  Sunilay  in  b.ospital,  whcr^  we  heard  the 
singing  of  a  hymn  in  tb.e  ward  below,  a  young 
otiker,  in  the  next  bed,  turned  to  me  and  said: 
"Win  doesn't  the  chaplain  hold  a  service  for 
u<t  Why  iloes  he  only  hold  them  f>  :  the 
Tommiv-s?  Wc  need  them  and  wan:  them, 
just  as  much  as  the  I  (mimies.  We  arv'  oHhxm-s 
but  wo  .ire  also  men."  I  passed  the  word  to 
the  chaplain,  and  he  wa  .   a  joyful  man  wiien 
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in  the  evening  he  gave  us  a  service  and  the 
officers  of  the  next  ward  asked  the  orderhes 
to  carry  tiiem  in. 

There    is    the    same    naturalness    and    spirit 
of    fellowship    between    members    of    various 
churches.     Many  lasting  friendships  have  been 
formed   between    chaplains    of    differing    com- 
munions.    There  has  been  no  change  of  creed 
but    something    greater,    a    change    of    spirit. 
They  have  been  touched  by  the  comni  m  spirit, 
and  have  lived  and  worthed  in  free  and  happy 
fellowship.     On  my  last  Sunday  in  a  hospital 
in  France,  the  chaplain,  a  canon  of  the  Church 
of  England,  invited  me  to  read  the  lesson  at 
the  morning  parade  service,  and  to  administer 
the   wine   at    Holy   Communion.      This   I   did; 
and  a  colonel  who  was  present  stayed  behind 
to  express  to  us  both  the  pleasure  which  had 
been   given   to   him   by   the   sight   of   Anr;licnn 
and  Methodist  churchmen  serving  together  at 
the  Lord's  Table. 

To  a  chaplain  not  a  little  of  the  glamour  of 
the  Front  is  found  in  this  warm  fellowship 
between  men  of  ditferintr  creeds  and  varying 
religious  communions.  We  have  not  knocked 
down  our  garden  walls  but  wo  have  tnkcn  ofF 
the  cut  glass  that  l;ad  been  cemented  on  them 
by  our  fathers:  .«nd  now  we  can  lean  over  and 
talk  to  our  neighbors.    We  have  already  found 
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that  our  neighbors  arc  human  beings,  and  quite 
normal.    The  chief  dltfcrence  between  us  seems 
to  be  that  while  one  has  an  obsession  for  roses 
tbe   other  has  an   obsession   for   dahlias.     On 
pansics,    sweet    peas    and   chrysanthemums   wc 
seem    equally    keen    and    exchange    plants.      A 
Roman  Catholic  officer  who  had  been  appomted 
to  the  Lister  Division  told  mc  that  though  he 
was  received  coldly   at  tlrst,   he  liad  not  been 
with  the  Division  more  than  a  few  weeks  when 
everv  olBcer  in  his  regiment,  and  every  soldier 
in  his  company,   accepted   him   as  cordu.lly  as 


if  he  were  a  Protcstaiit. 


1  !c  was  from  Dublin 


and  thev  from  Belfast,  but  they  did  not  albnv 
it  to  m-'ke  any  dlHercnce.  and   feclmgs  ot   the 
w-irrest    lovnllv    and    friendship    sprang    up. 
Tli.  Ton-mles  w-.uld  light  to  the  death  by  his 
side    as  rendllv  as  around  any  UUterman;  and 
be   was   lust   as   popular  in  the   officers'   mess. 
When    be  <=.nld.  it  pa'^sed  the  Irish  (uiards  or 
any  oth,  r  Roman  Catholic  rc:/>mcnt,  bis  regi- 
„,cnt   would   slnL^  some  provoking   song   about 
"han-in-  the  Poyc  with  a  good  strong  rope, 
and  the  Dublin  regiment  would  rcplv  with  some 
.on-  cquallv  obnoxious  and  defiant;  but  whereas, 
in  p^«ace  time,  the  songs  would,  have  cnuscd  a  free 
fijrht  to  the  accompaniment  of  bloodshed,  now 
it  caused  nothing  worse  than  laughter.     The 
soncs  were  iust  a  bit  of  teasing  such  as  every 
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regiment  likes  to  regale  another  with — per- 
haps, too,  a  common  memory  of  the  dear 
country  they  have  left  behmd.  The  men  of 
Belfast  and  the  meii  of  Dublin  have  learr.ed 
to  re>pect  and  value  one  anotlier.  'i  hey  know 
that  in  a  scrap  with  the  enemy  they  can  count 
on  one  another  to  the  last  drop  of  blood,  lor, 
whether  from  Nortli  or  South,  the  Irish  are 
"bonnie  ii-httis."  Of  such  arc  the  miracles 
at  the  Front. 

Most  of  all,  perhaps,  che  glamour  of  the 
Iront  is  found  in  the  nobility  to  which  com- 
mon men  rise.  An  artillery  officer  t(jld  me 
tiiat  he  had  in  his  battery  a  soldier  who  seemed 
utterly  worthless.  He  was  dirty  in  all  his 
ways,  and  unreliable  in  character.  In  despair 
they  made  him  sanitary  orderly,  that  is.  the 
scavenger  whose  duty  it  was  to  remove  all 
refuse.  One  night  the  oincer  wanted  a  man 
to  go  on  a  perilous  errand  and  there  were  few 
men  available.  Instantly  this  hul  volumeered. 
The  officer  looked  at  him  in  ama/enKnt.  and 
with  a  re\erence  born  on  the  instant.  "N". 
he  thought,  "I  will  not  let  him  g..  and  get 
killed.  I'll  go  myself."  He  told  the  l;;d  so. 
and  disappointment  was  plainly  written  on  his 

features. 

'Tuit.  you'll  let  me  come  with  you,  sir'"  he 

replied. 
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"Why   should    two    risk  their   lives,"    asked 
the  officer,   "when  one  can  do  the  job?" 

"But  you  mij^ht  get  wounded,  sir,"  was  the 
quick  response;  and  they  went  together. 

An    Irish   otHcer  told  me  of   one   man   who 
seemed  bad  from  top  to  toe.      All  the  others 
had  some  redeeming  feature  but  this  man  ap- 
peared not  to  possess  any.     I  le  used  the  lilthiest 
language  and  was  dirty  in  his  habits  and    Iress. 
He  was  drunken  and  st(jlc  the  officers'  whisky 
out  of  the  mess.      I  le  was  unchast.    and   had 
boen    in    the    hospital    with    venereal    disease; 
antl  neither  as  man  nor  soldier  was  there  any- 
thing gooil  to  say  of  him.     The  regiment  was 
sent  to  France,  and  in  due  time  took  its  place 
in  the  trendies;  and  then  appeared  in  this  man 
something  that  had  never  risen  to  the  surface 
before.      Wherever   there   were   wounded   and 
dying  men  he  provcil  himself  to  be  the  noblest 
mati    in    the   regiment.      When    a    man    fell    in 
No   Man's   Land,   he  was  over  the  parapet  in 
the  twinkling  ot   an  eye  to  bring  him  in.     \o 
barrage     could     keep     him     away     from     the 
wounded.      It  was  a  sort  of  passion  with  him 
that  nothing  ctnild   restrain.      To  save   others 
he    risked    his   lile    scores   of   times.      In    rest- 
billets  he  would  rewTt  t;>  some  of  his  evil  ways, 
but  in  the  trenches  he  was  the  Grcatheart  of 
the  regiment  and,  though  he  did  not  receive  it, 
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he  earned  the  Victoria  Cross  o\cr  and  over 
again.  There  is  a  glamour  at  the  Front  that 
holds  the  hcait  with  ;in  irresistible  gri[\  F', 
the  light  of  War's  deathly  (ires  the  hearts  of 
men  are  revealed  ami  the  hl:;ck  sheep  often 
get  their  chance.  Fife  is  intense  and  deep  and 
men  are  dra\vn  together  Iiy  a  common  peril. 
They  find  the  things  that  unite  and  forget  tiie 
things  that  separate. 

"We  haven't  long  to  live,"  ^^'id  Captain  R''' 
joyfully,  "hut  we  live  v.-el1  while  we  dn  live." 
and  in  those  words  he  expressed  the  glamour 
of  the  Front.  Ball  found,  as  thousands  of  his 
comrades-in-arms  hnd  founel,  that 


"One  rro'.vdcd  hovir  rpf  pldriotK  life 
Is  wnrth   an  .ncr   without   n   ii.ime." 


IV 


A  WHITE  HAXDKERCIIII.F 


IN  liis  History  of  the  Somvic  Campaign 
John  Buchan  quotes,  from  an  official 
report,  an  incident  which,  though  I  have 
tried,  I  cannot  get  my  imagination  to  believe. 
I'rohahly  the  incident  is  a  true  one  hut,  un- 
fortunately tor  me.  my  mind  will  not  let  it  in. 
1  cannot  \isuali/e  it  and  the  report  is  turned 
trom  the  door  as  an  impostor,  'i'hc  report 
states  that  in  a  certain  attack  our  aeroplanes 
iired  on  the  (icrmans  in  their  trenches  and  that 
the  enemy  waved  M'hite  handkerchiefs  in  token 
oi  surrender.  Without  the  slightest  difficulty 
!  can  imagine  all  except  the  white  handker- 
cliicts.  Where  liid  they  get  them  to  wave? 
,Men  in  the  liring  trenches  don't  carry  anything 
so  conspicuous  as  white  handkerchiefs.  'I'o 
dr;iw  one  out  in  a  thoughtless  moment  might 
bring  a  sni}-er's  bullet,  and  tliere  are  ri>ks 
cnouirh  without  inviting  more.  I  doubt  if  in 
any  Ivtiinisli  n-gmirnt  two  white  handkerchiefs 
could  be   lound:  and   1   have  little  expectation 
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that  more  could  he  found  auKjng  the  enemy. 
I'urthermorc,  it  is  questionahlc.  at  tills  stage 
of  the  war,  if  a  white  handkerchief  wi^uld  be 
regarded  as  a  sign  of  surrender.  It  might  be 
taken  as  a  taunt. 

i  here  is  nothing  more  remarkable  in  the  war 
than  the  psychological  change  that  has  been 
wrought  in  white.  A  white  feather  used  to 
be  the  badge  of  cowardice  antl  a  white  Hag 
the  token  of  surrender..  It  is  not  so  novv. 
White  has  taken  on  a  peculiar  sacretlncss.  If 
a  new  medal  were  to  be  struck  of  the  same 
high  value  as  the  \'ictoria  Cross  it  would 
probably  be  given  a  white  ribbon,  as  the  other* 
has  a  red  or  (for  the  navy)  blue.  This 
change  In  the  moral  significance  of  white  was 
brought  home  to  me  by  an  incident  in  a  billet. 
I  had  gone  to  a  barn  to  give  the  men  some 
shirts  and  socks  that  had  been  sent  to  me.  I 
stood  on  the  steps,  and  like  an  auctioneer, 
offered  my  goods  for  acceptance.  'AVluj  wants 
a  shirt?  Who  a  scarf?  Who  wants  this  p;!.r 
of  mittens?  Who  a  pair  of  socks?"  Hands 
shot  up  at  each  question,  and  the  fun  grew 
fast  and  furitju-^.  Then  I  drew  out  and  held 
up  a  white  handkerchief.  "A-ah!  A-ah  !"  they 
cried  wistfully  in  chorus.  For  a  moment 
they  stood  gazing  at  it  and  forgot  to  raise 
their    hands    towards    it;    then,    with    a    single 
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movement,  every  hand  shot  up.  Unwittingly 
1  had  stirred  them  to  the  depths;  and  I  lelt 
sorry  for  ihem. 

The  Magic  Carpet  of  Bagfidad  is  n(;t  a 
fiction  after  all.  In  the  twinkling  of  an  eye 
inv  \\hitc  handkerc!iicf  had  carried  e\er)-  boy 
and  iiuin  to  Ills  lioiiie,  and  placed  hint  by  the 
lireside.  I  saw  it  in  their  eyes  and  heard  it 
in  le  sadness  atul  wistlulness  of  tlieir  \()ices 
as  they  ejaculated  "A-ahl"  They  had  not 
seen  a  white  ha.ndkcrchlef  for  months.  I  he 
last  they  saw  was  at  home.  A  vision  ot  home 
flashed  before  their  minds  and  they  were  hack 
in  the  di-ar  old  da\s  of  peace  when  they  used 
v.h.ive  handkerchiefs  antl  khaki  ones  were  un- 
known to  them.  If  in  battle  they  were  to  see 
(jcrmans  waving  white  handkerchiefs,  I  think 
it  would  make  them  savage  and  uixsilling  to 
-JVC  (juarter.  They  would  think  the  enemy 
was  taunting  thetn  with  all  they  liad  lost.  .\nd 
they  would  be  maddened  by  the  thought  that 
here  were  the  \cry  men  who,  by  their  war-lust, 
hail  causeil  them  to  lose  it.  I-"or  a  (ierman  to 
Ava\e  a  white  hamlkcrchief  before  a  British 
soldier  would  be  as  tlangerous  as  Haunting  a 
red  Hag  before  a  bull.  It  W(  ild  bring  death 
rather  than  pitv.  Anything  of  pure  white  is 
rare  at  the  front,  and  it  has  gradually  taken 
on  a  mcaniuL'  it  never  held  before.     About  the 
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only  ivhitc  thing  wc  have  is  the  paper  we  write 
home  on,  and  that  use  of  the  coh)r  helps  to 
sanctity  it  in  the  shrine  of  the  heart. 

In  the  army  it  is  a  term  of  supreme  praise 
to  call  a  man  liliitr.  When  you  say  a  comrade 
is  a  "zcliilc  man"  there  is  no  more  to  be  said. 
It  is  worth  more  than  the  Victoria  Cross  with 
its  red  ribbon,  for  it  includes  gallantry,  and 
adds  to  it  goodness.  A  man  must  be  bra\'e  to 
be  called  white  and  he  must  be  generous,  noble 
■And  good.  To  reach  whiteness  is  a  grent 
aehie\-ement.  To  be  dubbed  white  is,  in  the 
rrmy,  bke  being  dubbed  knight  at  King  Arthur's 
Court  or  canoni/cd  saint  in  the  Church,  lie 
stands  out  among  a  soldier's  -omrades  dis- 
tinct as  a  white  handkerchief  among  khaki 
ones. 

1  don't  know  where  the  term  came  from, 
but,  where\cr  it  may  ha\c  tarried  on  the  way. 
I  think  its  footprints  could  be  traced  back  to 
the  Book  of  Revelation  for  its  starting  place. 
!n  the  first  chapter  we  have  a  picture  of  Christ 
as  the  first  "White  Man"— "His  Mead  and 
Mis  Mairs  were  white  like  wool,  as  white  as 
«-,now."  In  tlu  secf)nd  chapter  Mis  faithful 
followers  are  given  "a  white  '^tono,  Mid  in 
the  stone  a  new  name  written."  Is  not  t!ie 
new  name  "White  m.an"?  In  the  thinl  chapter 
we  read  of  "a  few  names  even  in  Sardis  which 
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have  vot  'li'f'lnl  their  t/anln'>lt^;  and  they  shall 
"I'.iilk  iiilli  Mr  in  liliilc;  for  they  are  worthy." 
There,  too.  the  I.aodiceaiis  are  counseleil  t(j 
huv  "white  raiment."  lii  the  tourth  chapter 
we  see  the  four  and  twenty  elders,  sittin<» 
aroLiml  the  throne  under  the  rainbow  arch, 
"clothed  in  white  raiment."  In  the  sixth 
chapter  wc  have  the  crowned  King  going 
"forth  conquering,  and  to  conquer"  and  He  is 
sitting  on  "a  white  horse,"  that  is.  He  uses 
"wlil.e"  instruments  to  carry  out  His  con- 
quests. Death,  in  the  same  chapter,  rides  on 
a  "pale"  horse,  but  n  )t  a  "white"  one.  Under 
the  altar  were  the  souls  of  the  martyrs,  "And 
white  robes  were  given  unto  every  one  of 
them."  And  surely  the  climax  is  reached  when 
we  read  in  the  se\enth  chapter  that  "  a  great 
multitude,  which  no  man  could  number,  of  all 
nations,  and  kind:  cds,  and  people  and  tongues, 
stood  before  the  throne,  and  before  the  Lamb, 
clothed  with  white  robes."  So  striking  was 
the  scene  that  one  of  the  ciders  askeil,  "What 
are  these  which  .ire  arrayed  in  white  robes? 
and  whence  carne  they?"  And  the  answer  is 
given,  "These  are  they  which  came  out  of 
great  tribulation,  and  have  washed  their  robes, 
and  made  them  white  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 
Therefore  are  they  before  the  throne  of  God." 
In    the    army    white    has   come    back   to    its 
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anclei.t  significance.  The  brave  and  noble 
martyrs  of  the  early  Church  were  given  "white 
robes"  and  in  the  army  to-day  the  brave  and 
pure  wear  "white  robes"  in  the  eves  of  their 
comrades.  When  Clihurd  Keed  was  killed  by 
a  shell  at  his  Regimental  Aid  I'ost  his  colonel 
wrote  of  him  that  he  was  the  "whitest  man" 
he  had  ever  known.  Me  had  done  more  than 
wear  "the  white  Hower  of  a  blumelcss  life." 
His  virtues  were  positive,  not  merely  negative. 
He  wore  a  "white  robe" ;  not  a  mere  sp"  k  of 
white  such  as  a  white  flower  in  a  buttonhole 
would  appear.  White  is  a  positive  color,  not 
a  negative.  Reed  was  more  than  "blameless," 
he  was  "white  and  all  white."  To  our  soldiers 
a  white  handkerchief  speaks  of  home,  and  a 
"white  man"  speaks  of  honor  and  heroism 
and  heaven. 
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Till',  necessity  tor  poetry  aiul  soiiir  is  lully 
and  otHcialK  reeoi^ni/e'i  by  the  :TiiI:tary 
autliorities  at  the  l  ront.  ]i\'ery  I)i\i- 
sion  has  its  own  concert  party.  I  hesc  men  are 
chosen  out  ot  the  ranks  because  they  can  sinp,. 
and  tiieir  one  task  i>  to  turtnsli  ni;fht!y  cctKcrts 
for  the  men.  1  hey  are  pro\idei.l  witii  a  y^'Uid 
hall,  or  tent,  or  open-air  position;  ivA  U\cy  are 
^ivcii  enough  money  to  bu\  staj.^e  scer.e;)'  an  1 
a[ipropriate  dress.  1  \e!\b()tiv  attends  the  con- 
certs from  the  general  to  the  pri\  ate :  an 
while  the  entertainments  hist,  th.e  war  is  lor- 
L;<)tten.  .\  charji,e  is  made  at  the  iloor  but  the 
balance  sheet  is  published  lor  all  ranks  to  sc: 
ami  the  profits  are  distributed  amoni;  tiu  Divi- 
sional charities. 

.\tnon^  the  maiu'  Divisional  Concert  ''artics 
inav  be  nameil  "  !  he  I^)\v  Helb,"  "  I  h  ■  !):a's," 
"The  I'oMies,"  "I  he  \Vhi//-!'>ani;^ ,  '  I  !ie 
I'aiK-ies"  anil,  "The  ( iiddi^niats,"  Hut,  alter 
.til,  the  singing  in  the  concert  roorvis  js  but  a 
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small  fraction  of  the  singing  one  hears  in  the 
Army.  On  c\'cry  march,  in  cvciy  hillct  and 
mess,  there  is  the  sound  ot  singing.  Nor  must 
tile  singing  at  our  religious  services  and  in  the 
Y.  M.  C  A.  huts  be  forgotten.  Song  seems 
to  be  tile  great  reiiewer  oi  li-tpc  and  courage. 
It  is  the  joy  bringer.  Moren\cr,  it  i'^  an  ex- 
pression o!  emotions  th;;t  can  !irui  no  other 
voice. 

1  Ik- re  is  no  real  difterence  l)et;ucen  the  songs 
sung  bv  the  oilicers  and  those  sung  by  the  men. 
All  attend  the  concerts  ami  all  sing  on  the 
march.  i  he  same  song^  do  ior  both  coiti- 
manders  and  comnnruJLd,  ami  I  ha\e  heard 
the  same  songs  in  the  men's  billets  as  in  the 
officers'  mess-rooms.  I  low  real  these  songs  are 
to  the  "^oUliers  is  indicated  by  one  striking  omis- 
sion. There  a-e  no  patriotic  songs  at  the 
Fronr.  I'xcept  tlie  National  Amhctii  rendered 
on  ffjrmal  occasions,  I  ha\e  ne\er.  in  eighteen 
months,  heard  a  single  patriotic  song.  I  he 
reason  is  tiot  far  to  seek.  1  he  soldiers' 
patriotism  calls  for  no  expression  in  song. 
They  are  expressing  it  night  and  day  in  the 
endurance  of  hardship  and  wounds — in  the 
risking  of  their  lives.  Their  hearts  are  satis- 
fied with  their  deetN,  and  soni-s  of  mkIi  a  char- 
acter become  suncriluous.  In  peace-tiou-  (hey 
sing  their       ^e  of   the  homeland,  but   in  war- 
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tinu  they  suiter  tor  her  and  arc  content.  I  hey 
would  nexer  think  ol  singinij;  a  patriotic  i>ong 
as  they  march  into  hattlc.  It  would  1h'  painting 
the  li!\  and  [gilding  refined  gold.  Are  luu  tlieir 
deathless  ilecds,  songs  for  which  thev  make  a 
loll  hy  smginij;  sosne  incon^e(|uenti:d  and  e\an- 
csccnt  song  such  as,  "  I  here's  somethii;g  in  the 
sea-side  air," 

On  analysis  I  shouKl  say  that  there  are  tive 
suhjects  on  which  our  soldiers  sing.  I  irst.  there 
are  Nonsense  Song^  or,  it  vou  preter  it,  songs 
of  soldier-philosophy.  ihey  know  that  no 
theory  will  ex[ilain  the  war:  it  is  too  big  a  thing 
for  any  sheet  of  philosophy  to  cover,  it  has 
burst  in  on  our  little  hum-drum  lite  like  a  col- 
liiiing  planet.  The  thing  to  do  is  not  to  evolve 
a  theory  as  to  how  the  planet  got  astray  but 
to  clear  up  the  mess  it  has  made.  Our  soldiers 
show  this  sense  of  the  vastness  of  war-happen- 
ings, bv  singing  of  things  having  no  real  im- 
portance at  all,  and  kee[iing  stcaviny  at  their 
duties.  The  path  of  dut\  is,  they  find,  the  only 
path  of  sanitv.  f  he  would-be  war  phih  opher 
they  put  on  one  side.  1  he  war  is  too  big  for 
him.  F.et  him  lea\e  his  explanation  of  the  war 
and  lenil  a  hand  to  bring  it  to  an  end.  So  they 
sing,  with  laughing  ironv. 

"We're  hrrc  l>(iaii«.r  ^vt•'r^  tifrr,  herause 
We're  liere,  because  \\e're  here." 
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Or, 
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■While  you've   '-r:    a    luoifcr  to   Ughi  your  fag, 
.^mile,  boys,  that^  tuc  ^t^k. 
\\  iiat's  the  Use  of  vvorning? 
It  iic\f   v%as   \V(jnii   while, 
5^0  pativ  ii|,  your  trouble:,  in  your  old  kit-'oag 
And  smile,   smile,  »mi!e." 

Another  favorite  is, 

"Oh,   .here   was   a    little  hen   ard  she   had   a   wooden   leg. 
The  btst   little  hen  that  ever  laid  an  e^^, 
A-id  she  laid  more  cpRs  than  any  hen  on  the  farm, 
And   another  little   drink   wouldn't   do   us   any   harm." 

I  have  seen  them  dancing  round  some  old  piano 

singing, 

"Oh,  that  fascinating  Bow  Hells'  glide. 
It's  a  captivating  Uuw  IJclls'  slide. 
There's  a   rumor  that  the  puma   does  it  now, 
Monkeys  have  taken  to  it, 
Leopards  and   lions  do  it 
All   the  elephants  wear  dancing  shoes. 
They  keep  Mopping  with   the  kangaroos; 
Hear  them  chatter,  it's  a  matter  for  some  talk; 
Now  the  Jungle's  got  the  Bow  Bells'  walk." 

The  second  class  of  song  is  the  Love  Song, 
of  a  more  or  less  serious  character.  Jhc  I'om- 
mies  came  out  of  I'lngland  singing  "'l"ipperary," 
but  tiny  dropped  it  in  1  r.inci.  and  the  only  one 
un  whose  lips  I  ha\e  heard  it  was  a  little  I  rench 
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boy  sitting  on  the  tail  of  a  cart.  The  chorus 
alone  gdvc  it  popularity  for  it  was  f!ie  expres- 
sion, ready  to  hand,  ot'  a  long  tarewell;  and 
with  its  "long  long  way  to  go"  showed  that, 
like  Kitchener,  the  soldiers  were  not  deceived 
by  hopes  of  an  early  peace. 

Now  another  song  with  verses  more  expres- 
sive of  their  sentiments  has  taken  its  [ilace. 
The  chorus  runs: 

•  There's   a   long,   long  fr        a-wiridnig 

Into  the    laiui   of   my   dreams, 
Where   the   iii^:htinKak»  are  siiiBing 

Aiul   a    white   mouii   hi.ani>i; 
There's   a    lone   long   iii>;lit   of   w.iiiinp; 

I'ruil  my  dreams   all  come  tru;-; 
T;11  the  dav  when  I'll  be  n^inu  d.wn 

Tli.it    loiiR.    lor.;',   trail    with    \n. 

Then  the  mood  changes,  and  we  hear  the  lads 
piping  out, 

•'TafT\'-  pnt  his  Jiriiiii   in  ( .i.imnrfraii, 

^niid^'s  jiot   his  M.ii:>;ie   in   I'l  n.  ■  e, 
While  Miihael  O'Learv  thinks  of  ins  dearie 

l-ar  across  the  Irish  Sea. 
Bill\s   f;iil   hi'-    l.il\    lip   in    rondoii. 

So   the   bins   m.iieh   on   \\iih   smiles; 
For  every    romrnv'-.  ):ot  a  ;;ivl  >.oT.ewhcre 

In    the    dear    old    lUiiisii    Imi -." 


Again  the  mood  veers  round,  and  w  c  bear, 
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"Every  little  while   I   feci   >o   lonci 

Every  little  while   I  feel  so  blue, 
I'm  always  dreainiiiK,  I'm  always  scheming, 

Because   I   want   vou,   and  onlv   \ou. 
Every   little   while   my   heart   is   aching, 

Every  little  \shile  I  mi^s  \our  >milc. 
And   all   the  lime   I   seem  to  nii-s  you; 
I   want   to,   want   to  kiss   you, 

Every,   every,   every    little   while." 

Here  is  part  of  a  sotiLi;  I  ha\c  heard  sung, 
many  and  many  a  time,  hv  young  officers  and 
men  whose  voices  are  now  silent  in  death: 

"It   >oii    were   the   only    i^irl    in    the    world, 
And    I    were   the   onlv    h(>\, 

N  thing  eNe  would  matter  in  the  world  to-day. 
We  could  go  on    ioving  in  the  same  old   way; 
A  Clarden  of   I'.den  jutt   made  for  two, 
\Vith  nothing  to  mar  our  jov; 
I    \vould   vav   such    wonderful   things   to   \  ou. 
There  would  be  sii<li  wonderful  things  to  do, 
If  you  were  ihe  only  girl  in  the  world, 
Atid   I   were  the  onl>   boy." 

Sometimes  the  imagination  will  wamler  into 
the  days  that  are  to  be — I'or  some — and  they 
sing, 

"We  don't  want  .1   lor  nf  f^.igs  f1\inc. 

We  don't  want  \oiir  lug  hra<.s  bands; 
We  don't  want  a   lot  of  sptci  nif\  ing, 

And  we  ilon't  want  a  lot  of  waving  hands; 
We  don't  w.int  a   lot  of  interfering, 

When  we've  ■•  ifelv  i  rofsed  the  foam; 
But  we  (/')  want  to  find  the  giri     \\c  left  oehind, 

When  we  all  come  m.irching  home." 
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Will  the  ^irls  remember!  The  words  are 
not  without  trap;cdy.  How  deeply  some  of  the 
men  love  may  perhaps  never  be  reali/cd  by 
those  at  Iiome.  The  lon^^int;  of  their  hcarrs  is, 
at  times,  almost  unbearable.  A  captain,  past 
middle  life,  took  my  arm  one  day  and  kd  me 
asifle.  lie  was,  he  said,  a  little  anxious  about 
himself,  for  he  was  ^ettin,L;  into  the  habit  of 
taking  more  drink  than  he  was  wont  to  take. 
He  had  been  takinu;  it  when  he  felt  hMvJv  and 
depressed  to  ease  the  longinjj;  of  his  iK.irt. 

"l  never  touch  it  at  home."  he  said,  "the 
society  of  mv  dear  little  wife  is  all  the  stimulant 
I  need.  I  would  'j,\\c  the  world  to  b-  with 
h^-r  now — just  to  sit  in  my  chair  and  watch  her 
at  her  sewiuL^  or  knitting.  The  separation  is 
too  much  for  me  ajul.  vou  know,  it  has  lasted 
nearly  three  vears  now." 

I  have  cau-ht  this  yearning  in  more  thm  one 
of  the  ^ongs  our  soldiers  sing,  but  esp.ci:dly  m 
the   following.  \Nliich  is  called  ••Ab'sent  ' : 


"Sometimes,  bct^vfcn  Inn,':  shail.nvs  on  tiir  .^^rass, 
'l'!u-    I'ttic    trii.Tr.i    w.ivts    of   s!inlii;lu    pa^s; 
Mv   r..,s  ::r<.w  .lin  ultli   tfiuliTn'-,  the  nlile 
Thhikini:   I    ^o•   !h,r     ilunkini;   I    see   thci-   ^:I:lle. 


•Ai.l   somoii.'ics  in  0.>r  iwiti-ht   frl'^om.   npart, 
Tlu-   till  trrcs  y^Wi^pcv.  %vhi-;HT  lic;Tt  to  lu.irt; 
From  tnv  fond   lips  the  e^ger  .mswers  fall, 
Thiuki!!:  1  he.ir  thco,  tliinkiiij:  I  ''•  :ir  thcc  call." 


The  Sonus  Our  Soldiers  Sine: 


do 


The  men's  thoughts  pass  easily  Irom  the 
sweetheart  to  the  mother  who  hore  them,  and 
we  have  a  third  chiss,  the  Home  Song.  I 
have  hecn  awakened  in  the  night  hy  men,  gomg 
up  to  the  hne,  singing  "Keep  the  Home  Fires 
Burning."  Ic  is  xery  tliriUing  to  liear  in  the 
dead  of  night,  when  e\eiy  singer  is  w  ithin  range 
of  the  enemy's  guns. 

Another  gre;;t  favorite  is, 

"Thry  bi;ilt  a  little  L-irdti   liir  the  rosf, 

A:ul  till".-  callfii  ii   Dixie-laini ; 
They  bitilt   a  >urniner  hree/c  tf>  Lecp  the  snows 

Far   a-.vav   from    I  )iKic-la!iil ; 
Thi->,-   h-iili    ihc   tiiiest   [ilacc    I've   known, 

W'lioii  they  built  iny  h'ii;ic  sutct  t'.ntue; 
Nothiiii;   ua^   forgotten   in   the   laiul   of  cotton, 

From  the  clover  to  tiic  lioncy-coinb, 
An.!   tlieii   tlit-y   took   an   a:. gel    from   the   skies 

Ami   they   Ka\e   lirr   heart   to  mc. 
She  h.ad   a   bit  of  hea\eii   in  !ier  eyes 

Juit  as  blue  a'^  blue  i  .in  be; 
Th(\-  put  hoiTK   tine  -piin^  tliiekeii'-  iti  the  land, 

A;.(l  tau;:lit  m\   Mainniy  how  to  ur  a  fr\inK  pan. 
Thev  inadf   it   t\\iic   ai  nice   as   paradise. 

And  thry  cailtd  it   r'ixit -land." 

Being  Londoners,  t!ie  following  song  called 
"Leave"  never  fails  in  its  appeal  to  our  Divi- 
sion: 


"I'm  so  dclichtfil,  I'm  so  excited. 
With  mv  lolks  I'm  co'ns  to  bp  ijnitrJ, 
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The  train's  departing,  'twill  t.oon  be  starting; 

I'll  «!ee  my  mother,  my  dad  and  my  baby  brother. 

My!   How  I'll  meet  them,  My!   how   I'll  greet  them. 

What  a   happy  happy   day. 

Just  see  that  bustle,  I'd  better  hustle, 

Good-bye — so  long — can't  stay — 


Chorus 

"I'm  on  my  way  back  to  dear  old  Shepherd's  Bush, 
'Ihat's  the  spot  where  I  was  born. 
Can't  you  hear  the  porter  calling. 

Queen's  Road,  Piccadilly,  Marble  Arch  and  Bond  Street? 
Oh,  I'll  not  hesitate,  I'll  reach  the  gate; 
Through  the  crowd  I  mean  to  push, 
Find  me  a  seat  anywhere — please  anywhere, 
Tram,   train,   tube,   'bus    I    don't  care — 
For  mother  and  daddy  are  waiting  there — 
In  dear  old  bhepherd's  bush." 

On  the  eve  of  one  big  battle,  a  soldier 
handed  me  a  letter  in  which  he  gave  me  the 
addresses  of  his  father  and  his  sweetheart,  so 
that  I  could  write  to  them  if  he  fell. 

"In  the  last  battle,"  he  said,  "one  of  my 
brothers  was  killed  and  another  wounded.  If  I 
fall  I  shall  die  without  regrets  and  with  a  heart 
content;  but  it  will  go  hard  with  those  at  home; 
and  1  want  you  to  break  the  news  gently. 
These  are  terrible  times  for  those  at  home." 
"  1  hese  arc  terrible  times  for  thou  at  home." 
Ihat  is  their  constant  refrain,  and  it  linds  an 
frVio  in  .1  «.f>nt.T  ottcii  SU!12  bv  them. 
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"It's  a  long  long  way  to  my  home  in  Kentucky, 

Where  the  blue-bells  grow  'round  t'-ie  (<ld  cabin  door; 
It's  a  long,  long  way  and   I'll  be  niiglity  lucky 

When  1  see  my  dear  old  mamrtiy  once  more. 
So  weep  no  more,  my  lady, 

Just  brush  those  tears  awa\  ; 
It's  a   long  long  way  to  my  home  in   Kentucky, 

But  I'm   bound   to  get  there   some   day." 

But  the  chief  favorite  of  all  Home  Songs  is, 
T  think,  the  following: 

"There's   an  old-fashioned  house  in   an  old-fashioned  street; 

In  a  quaint  little  old-fashioned  town; 
There's   a   street   where   the  cobble   stones   h.ir.i>s   the   feet. 

As  it  straggles  up  hill  and  then  down; 
And,  though  to  and  fro  through  the  world   I   must  go. 

My  heart  while  it  beats  in  my  breast, 
Where  e'er  I  may  roam,  to  that  old-f ashioiud  home 

Will   flv   like  a  bird  to  its  nest. 


"In   that  old-fashinned   house   in   that   old-fa'-hioned   street, 

Dwell  a  dear  little  old-fashioned  pair; 
I  can  see  their  two  faces  so  tender  and  sweet. 

And  I  love  every  wrinkle  that's  there. 
I   love  ev'ry  mouse  in  that  old-fashioned  house 

In  the  street  that  runs  up  hill   and  down; 
Each  stone  and  eai  h  stick,  ev'ry  cobble  and  brick. 

In   that   quaint   little  old-fashioned   town." 

The  charm  of  the  Army  i*^  its  comradeship. 
Our  soldiers  have  left  their  homes  and  friends 
hut  they  ha\e  found  new  friends,  and  some  of 
the  friendships  have  hecome  very  precious. 
Mm    slrr-)!-    side    hv    siilf    in    harn    and    trench. 


(•S  The  Son.^s  Our  SoUiioi-.  Sin;: 

codkcd  tlicir  r;;ti()ns  at  the  same  little  woi-ci  f]r<\ 
anil  stood  to.L^etlicr  in  the  hour  of  iU;!iLj;cr  and 
imminent  de;ith.  Many  of  them  owe  t'leir  i!\es 
to  tiieir  comrades,  'i  here  are  tew  sonj'.s  that 
express  this  wtMiderful  comradeship,  hul  th.ere 
is  one  that  is  k.r.o\vn  and  sunj^  throiit;h  the 
army.  It  represents  the  Songs  of  Comrade- 
ship: 

"When  you  come  to  the  end  of  a   perfert  day, 

.•\i]d  \ou  sit  alone  with  >oiir  thoujrlit, 
Wliile  the  chimes  ring  out  with  a  carol   pay, 

For  the  joy  that  tlie  day  has  brovigit ; 
Do  you  tliink  what  tlie  iiid  of  a  pciiect  day 

Can  mean  to  a  tired  heart, 
When  the  >-un  p'>es  down  with  a  flaming  ray, 

And  the  dear  friends  liave  to  part? 


"Well,  this  is  the  end  of  a   perfect  day, 

Near  the  end  of  a  journey  too; 
But   it   leaves  a  thouglit  that  is  big  and   strong, 

With  a  wish  that  is  kind  and  true. 
For  mem'rv  has  painted  this  perfect  day 

With  colors  that  never  fade; 
And    we   find   at   the   end   of   a    perfect   day 

T/if  s'nil  of  (}  jr'unJ  -x^r'ir   maJc." 

The  fifth  cla>^s  of  son'^  is  that  of  the  Inner 
life.  It  is  the  Rcliijious  Hymn.  The  soldier^ 
are  vtremcly  fond  of  hymns  in  their  services. 
You  cannot  give  them  too  many.  "Kdck  of 
Ages,"   "Jesus  lover  of  my  <^ou1."  'T'ight  the 

•,-,•■1  lilil  "   "  \t  I'vi-n 
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crc  the  '^un  was  set,"  "()  dod  our  iulp  in  n<;cs 


past, 


ana 


■.tcrnal    I  ather    s'roii^    to    ba\c 


caniKjt  be  ciio-eii  tuo  olt^n.  Uu:  tr.ei-e  ai'e  two 
hymns  whi^-;i  li:;\e  stocnl  our  ;:;)()\e  all  otiiers; 
tiiey  ..re  "AMdj  with  me,"  and  "When  I  sur- 
vey t!ie  wondrous  Cro-.s." 

1  here  .  •  nothintj;  written  by  tiie  liand  of  man 
which  can  com|5ete  v.it.h  the  ,e  two  m  the  bless- 
inii;  and  streni^th  which  they  have  brought  to  our 
soldiers,  especially  duriii!;  an  oilenslxe  wlien 
death  has  cast  his  shad;nv  over  tlie  hearts  ot 
all.  Durinij;  the  bitterest  weeks  in  the  Somnie 
lighting  there  was  scareeh-  a  service  iii  which 
we  did  [lot  s:ng  "W  !ien  I  sur\ev  the  wondrous 
Cross."  Witii  its  assurance  of  redemption  it 
ga\c  com  tort  in  the  face  of  death.  It  also 
gave,  tor  .ui  example,  the  Sujireme  Sacrifice. 

Some  of  the  sorgs  I  ha\'e  quoted  look  bare 
arul  ungainl'.  as  t;  >  in  winter,  but  Mhen  the 
musician  has  cb  thetl  them  with  mu-.ic  and  the 
singer  added  t.  them  a  touch  of  his  own  per- 
sonality they  art  fair  a>  trees  in  sunuiier.  Still 
the  fact  remains  that  none  ot  these  songs  will 
li\e  on  their  own  merits.  I  hey  ;ire  not  born 
to  immortalitv.  Like  the  ciai>ies  thev  have 
their  day  and  pass  awav  to  make  roo.'-i  for 
I  ;'iers.  It  is  best  so.  I  here  is  not  room  in 
the  world  for  everything  to  be  immortal,  ami 
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The   charm   and   rare   beauty   of   the    I'^nglish 
countryside    are   due    to   the   transience    of    its 
flowers  and  foliage  and  little  of  the  evergreen 
is    enough.       We    tire    of    the    eternal.       'I"he 
transient  songs   1    have  quoted   here  have  been 
meat  and  drink  to  our  soKliers  in  the  most  ter- 
rible war  ever  waged.      They  mav  be  poor  stuff 
in  co!n;)arison  with  our  classic  songs  but  a  good 
appetite  can  get  nourishment  out  ol  plain  food 
and   grow   strong   on   it.      I'or  the   purpose   m 
hami    these    sotigs    have    been    better    than    the 
classics;   otherwise   they   wouKl   not   ha\e   been 
chosen.      There    is    a    time    and    place    tor   all 
things.     The  robin  may  not  be  compared  with 
the  nightingale  but  it  is  not  the  less  welcome, 
for  it  sings  when  the  nightingale  is  silent.     Our 
soldiers'  songs  will  die,  some  are  already  dead, 
but   they   have   done   their  work   and   justihcd 
their  existence.      They  have  given  pleasure  and 
strength   to  men   as  they  went   out  to   do  mi- 
mortal  deeds.    Xo  wounded  soldier,  or  parched 
traveler,  thinks  lightly  of  a  cup  of  water  be- 
cause it  perished  in  the  using;  and  so  It  is  with 
the  Sv^ngs  our  soldiers  sing. 
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NIGHT  and  day  for  a  neck,  the  fearful 
bombardment  continued.  Our  f^uns 
were  everywhere,  and  belching  forth 
without  intermission.  Dumps  of  shells  were 
almost  as  common  as  sheaves  in  a  corn-field, 
anil  processions  of  ammunition-wagons  piled 
the  shells  up  faster  than  the  gorging  guns 
could  take  them.  The  noise  was  something  be- 
yond imagination.  It  was  as  though  all  the 
devils  in  hell  had  come  out  to  demoniacally 
celebrate  the  end  of  the  world.  We  were  living 
— two  transport  officers  and  I — in  an  empty 
farm-house  that,  some  time  before  we  came  in, 
had  been  a  target  for  direct  hits.  One  shell 
had  gone  through  the  roof,  and  another 
through  the  gable  wall.  The  windows  had 
been  shattered,  and  the  garden  and  fields  were 
pitted  with  shell-ho'es.  Our  first  care  had  been 
to  look  at  the  cebar.  but  we  had  decided,  if 
things  became  too  hot.  to  make  for  the  open 
fields.     We   all   slept   in   the  same   room,   and 
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were  at  tiines  wakened  up  ny  "an  arrival"  and 
passed  an  ()|)inion  as  to  its  distance.      Jt,   tor 
a  time,  none  came  nearer,  \vc  turi-:  J  ()\cr  aiv 
went  to  sleep  ai.'ain,  lor  a  r;;an  must  sleep  e\ei 
though  it  he  on  (he  edge  o!  a  \'oI:ano. 

One  moniinj;  die  scr\  ant  >  tound  a  shell  nose- 
cap  hencarh  tlie  wir'iii'.w — iii-.t  tli;it:,  and  noth- 
inti;  more.  The  \\eL-!<.  w  a  >  wcarir.^  on.  An- 
other niornlnij;  some  ot  the  7th  MiJ.ilescx 
Regiment  were  in  the  h;uhs  in  thi'  \"i!1.ili;j  mer 
the  wav,  and  a  corFipanv  ol  the  l.()ndon  Scot- 
tish \\;!s  pa^siiiir  hy.  Two  shells  fell  in  the 
road.  I  he  h.itliers  scampered  out  oi  the  hath 
and  ran  n:ikeJ,  here  ::nd  there,  for  shelter: 
the  Scottish  "scatteretl" ;  hut  some  forty-li\e 
soldiers,  n;  >stlv  kilted,  lay  in  the  roaii  tlead 
or  wouiuleJ.  In  the  dead  of  n'^ht  a  party  oi 
machine  ^^um'crs,  just  returned  from  the  iiriiv^- 
trench,  sfooil  outside  their  hillet  in  our  village 
S(iuarc  delriting  if  tliev  should  make  a  c\\:y  of 
',  -a  hefore  t'lrning  in  to  sleep.  A  shell  dc- 
i''(\cd  the  niatter,  and.  next  morning.  I  laid 
two  of  them  to  rest  in  the  little  cemetery,  and 
the  ruhers  stood  hv  as  mourners. 

The  week  of  terror  renched  its  crisis  on  the 
Sur!d.t\- — an  T''aster  Sumlav  never  t(;  he  for- 
gotten. The  infantrv  of  the  Brigule  had  heen 
away  to  a  cnnu',  !ie\'ontl  range,  for  a  week's 
rest.      'rhe\-   liad  now   returned   readv    for  the 
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battle.     Three  of  the  regiments  had  taken  up 


th 


eir  positions  in  the  re>ci'\"e  trenches 


but 


ni 


y 


own   regiment   was  (]uarterc:d   in   tfie    fatal   vil- 
hige.       1  he  day   dawned  bright   and   lair,   but 


Its  smiles  were  tne  smiles  or  a  deceiver. 


'l"h( 


Cicrrnans  had  decided  on  the  de.^tructicn  of  the 


ill 


vuiaize, 


a    sort    ot    de\il  s 


•hail-: 


ind-lartwc 


ir 


before    being    tlriven    back    at    the    points    of 
bayonels.     We  were  awakeneil  by  the  tiring  of 


maclune-guns  o 


\  er  our  heads,  and  rushed  to  the 


door  to  see  a 


light 


in  the  air. 


!'!■-! 


1  up  in  the 


blue,    t'lvo    aeroplanes   circleil    about    lor    pc^si- 
tions  of  vantage,  ami  ivvn  rushed  at  one  another 


1( 


like   hawks  in   mortal  combat.      A   silence 
lowcd.      i  hen  one  •  ose  and  made  oil   towanls 
the   battle-line   but    fell   to   a   shot   of   our   gun- 


ners 


before  it  could  reach  satety 


11 


e  oiiKT, 


with  its  petrol-tank  on  tire,  was  planing  tlown 
to  eartli.  Down  and  down  an  invisible  spiral 
stairca-c   it   seemeii  to   ru>h,   while  the  goUicn 


lire    l)urnt    at    its   \i 


tab 


an. 


a    trailing   c 


loud 


of  smoke  marked  its  path  of  doom.  Mreath- 
lesslv  we  watched  it^  descent.  It  was  under 
perfect  control,  but  its  p:ith  to  the  ground  was 
too  long  and  spiral,  ami  the  faster  it  rushed 
through  the  air  the  greater  the  draught  be- 
1  the  more  madlv  t!ie  llames  leapt  up. 


t  ime  atu 


l'.\ery   second   was    precious    :uul    the   (ertaintv 
of  its  doom  maile  us  sUk..      We  saw  the  body 


r-i 
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of  the  observer  fall  out,  and  still  the  flaming 
machine  pursued  its  course.  'Ihen  the  wings 
lell  away  and  twirled  to  the  ground  like 
feathers,  while  tlie  engine  and  the  pilot  dropped 
like  a  stone.  When  the  bodies  were  picked 
u[i,  it  was  Inund  that  the  observer  had  been 
shdt  through  the  he  id,  and  that  the  [)iIot,  with 
his  dead  comrade  behind  him,  haii  worked  the 
wheel  until  the  furious  encroaching  flame  had 
swept  o\er  him,  and  robbed  him  of  mortal 
life. 

.Shells  were  now  dropping  in  the  village 
every  lew  minutes.  Our  farm-house  was  or.  the 
right  wing,  and  we  stood  watching  the  bom- 
bardment. W'i'.h  each  bur<t  there  rose  a  cloud 
of  black  smoke  and  reii  brick-dust,  and  we 
knew  that  another  cottage  has  been  destroyed. 
I  hen  the  shells  began  to  creep  round  to  the 
right  as  it  the  enemy  was  feeling  for  the 
bridge  o\er  which  the  amnmnition  wagons 
were  passing.  On  one  side  of  the  lirri-  briilge 
was  a  white  bell-tent,  and  we  watJied  the 
shells  dro-ping  within  a  few  feet  of  it  with- 
out destroving  ii.  Intwcen  tlie  tent  and  our 
streit  lav  a  'Stagnant  pool,  and  we  saw  a.liout 
a  do/en  shells  fall  In  its  water.  The  rani;c 
was  leni^thening  and  it  seemed  ns  if  some  in- 
\isible  octopus  wei->'  strefchimi  out  its  f.-cl'TS 
towards    us.       \    vlu-ll    >^!n:i^hed    again-f    the 
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farm-house  at  the  bottom  of  our  street.  The 
deadly  thing  was  coming  nearer.  Some  of  our 
sergeants  were  in  a  farm-house  a  few  doors 
awav,  and,  hearing  a  shell  fall  in  the  field 
between  them  and  the  pool,  they  came  to  the 
decision  that  the  moment  had  come  "to  scat- 
ter," but  thcv  were  tm  late.  It  would  have 
been  better  nad  they  sta\ed  indoors.  As  they 
rushed  out  a  slull  bur^t  over  the  varil  three 
of  them  fell  to  t!ie  grcnind  dead,  and  three 
more  were  blown  back  into  the  house  by  the 
force  of  the  explosion.  The  coping  stone  of 
the  outhouse  where  the  shell  burst  was  blown 
away  and  three  ragged  seams  were  scored  on 
the  green  doorway  ol  the  yard  outside  which 
the  three  lads  lay  Je.ui.  One  of  them  had, 
ten  days  before,  shown  me  to  mv  billet  thirty 
yards  farther  u\\  lie  ;icteii  as  mterpreter  to 
the  regiment  and  as  he  had  not  to  go  into  the 
line,  we  thought  that  he  was  one  ol  those  who 
would  see  the  end  of  the  war.  Vet  there  he 
lay. 

Hut  the  worst  calamity  of  tlie  day  was  yet 
to  befall.  Some  fifteen  or  sixteen  amiTiunition 
wagons,  unable  to  get  through  t!ie  village,  had 
halted  in  the  Square — "\Vi[)ers  S(]uare"  it  hail 
been  named.  Fach  wagon  was  loaded  with 
ninc-point-two  shells.  An  enemy-shot  fell  on  a 
wagon  and  set  it  on  fire;  then  the  village  be- 
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came  like  unto  Sodom  and  Gumo/rah  on  their 
day  (d  doom.  U.'ic  or  two  di"i\c'rs  bi";i\cly 
sti.ck  to  tlu'ir  v,aL!;ons,  and  got  them  o'.it  but 
the  rest  oi  the  \va;^;,uis  were  lost.  i  he  scene 
that  toHowed  was  indescribahl  j.  Dure  could 
ne\er  lia'.c  ;)icturcd  i-uch  iiorrors.  i  he  wagons 
all  caught  lire  and  their  loads  of  shells  began 
to  exphuie.  W  e  stood  out  in  the  I'.elds  and 
v.arJied  tile  con!l;!gr,;lion,  wjiile  all  the  time 
tile  Ciermans  cor.iinued  to  shell  tb.e  \i!iagc. 
1  and  the  h(uise-  on  each 


lar' 


\i!iagc- 


side  ol  the  sijuare  wei-e  utterlv  destroyed, 
(ireat  c\i'los;ons  sent  tragments  (d  wagons  nnJ 
houses  sl;ydi;g!i,  and  showers  ot  missiles  fell 
c\en  where  ^ve  stood.  i  he  i're  part  of  i^ne 
wagon  was  blown  on  to  the  roof  (d  a  house. 
Houses  caugiic  lire  r.nd  !da/ed  all  afteriioon. 
Some  maelime-'iunners  joined  us  arid  toi.l  lunv, 
wlien  choking  -moke  began  to  penetrate  into 
the.r  cellar  they  had  to  rush  through  the  sciuarc 
vnA  its  bursting  shells  to  prcerve  their  lives. 
A  (ierman  shell  burst  in  a  billet  where  a  plat  -c^n 
of  our  men  were  shelteririg  in  the  celhir,  and 
those  uiio  were  not  killed  by  the  >!iell  were 
crushed  to  de.irh  by  the  fall  of  the  house. 
Anotiier  shell  hit  the  roof  of  the  house  in  the 
cellar  (»t  uhicli  was  our  \vlvanced  Dressing 
Station  for  t!ic  morrow's  battle.  Two  order- 
lies  who  happened   to   be    in   the   street   were 
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killed,  and  the  colonel  was  knocked  down.  In 
the  cellars  ol  almost  L\\:-y  house  were  soldiers 
or  ci\ilians,  and  all  d;iy  tiie  anmuinition  wagons 
continued  iiurning;  blicll  aiier  slicil  getting  red 
hot  and  exj'loding. 

All  day  the  Ciernian  hoinb.irdnient  continued 
and.  amid  a  lernhc  din,  <ajr  own  gunners  re- 
turned a  score  or  more  liT  L\cry  one  received. 
By  the  bridge  another  Iop.l'  line  ol  loaded  am- 
muiiition  wagons  stood  lor  two  iiours,  and 
th.ough  shells  were  bursting  close  bv,  not  one 
hit  the  wagons.  i  he  dri'.  ers  stood  by  them 
and,  as  soon  as  the  road  was  clea.red.  got  tliem 
away  to  the  guns.  "\  et.  v.iule  the  Sijuare  was 
burning  and  the  Cierman  sjiells  taihng,  hun- 
dreds of  men  1  rom  tb.e  London  regiments  en- 
tered the  \illage  from  the  right,  and  crossed 
the  bridge  to  stack  their  packs  so  as  to  be 
read)  for  the  coming  battle.  liiey  walked  in 
single  lile  and  with  wide  g.'ps  bitween,  but  not 
a  man  r;in  or  (]uickeneil  his  [iace.  My  blond 
tingled  v.ith  }iride  at  their  courage  and  anger 
at  their  carelessness.  What  liould  make  a 
British  soKlier  run?  .\n  ollicer  \vas  walking 
near  tiie  pool.  A  ^hell  lell  ne.ir  enough  for 
fragments  to  ki!l  him,  luit  he  merely  looked 
round,  stopped  t  .  light  a  cigarette  and  walked 
leisurely    o-  if    nothing    liad    happened. 

'Ihrec   men    stood   wiih   their   backs  against   a 
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small  building  near  the  bridge  as  if  sheltering 
from  the  rain.  Se\eral  shells  fell  uncom- 
ff)rtaMv  near,  so,  concluding  that  the  rain  had 
changed  its  direction,  they  moved  round  the 
corner.  And  it  was  not  till  more  shells  had 
fallen  near  them  that  they  condescended  to 
mo\"e  auay  altogether. 

'^'ct  this  was  not  bravado  for,  so  far  as  they 
knew,  no  one  nas  watching  them.  It  was  due 
to  a  certain  dignity  peculiar  to  our  fighting 
man.  I  le  Is  too  proutl  to  acknowledge  defeat. 
I  le  is  a  111(1)1,  aiui  whether  any  one  is  watching 
or  not,  he  is  not  going  to  run  away  from  a 
shell.  I  luntlreds  of  li\es  must  have  been  lost 
througii  this  stubborn  pride  but.  on  the  other 
hand,  tliousands  of  lives  must  have  been  saved 
by  it,  tor  it  makes  the  Army  absolutelv  proof 
against  panic,  than  which,  nothing  is  so  fatal 
in  war.  In  eighteen  months  on  the  IVont  I 
ha\c  nc\er  seen  or  b.eard  of  a  single  case  <^f 
panic  either  with  many  or  few.  Our  soldiers 
are  al\\;'.\s  masters  of  themselves.  Thcv  have 
the  coolness  to  juilge  what  Is  the  wisest  thing 
to  do  in  the  circumstances,  and  they  have  the 
ner\e  to  carr\  it  out.  They  run  unnecessary 
risks  through  pride  but  never  through  panic. 
All  that  da\  on  the  bridge,  a  militarv  police- 
man sto.ul  ar  ])\  post  of  duty.  Like  \'esuvins 
ot  old  the  exploding  shells  in  the  Square  sent 
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up  their  deadly  eruption,  and  like  the  Roman 
sentry  at  Pompeii,  he  stood  at  his  post.  As 
he  stood  there  I  saw  a  young  Irench  woman 
leave  her  house  and  pass  him  on  the  bridj;e. 
She  was  leasing  the  village  for  a  safer  place 
but  she  seemed  quite  composed  and  carried  a 
basket  on  her  left  arm. 

While  our  village  was  being  destroyed  we 
were  startled  by  a  tremendous  explosion  a  few 
miles  away;  and  looking  to  our  left  we  saw 
a  huge  tongue  of  Hame  leap  up  to  the  sky, 
followed  by  a  wonderful  i^illar  of  smoke  which 
stood  rigid  for  some  moments  like  a  monster 
tower  of  Babel  reaching  up  to  the  heavens. 
Fvidcntly  a  dump  of  cordite  had  been  fired 
by  an  enemy  shell.  Farther  off  still,  another 
dump  was  on  (ire.  Time  and  again,  bright 
flames  leapt  from  the  ground  only  to  be  smoth- 
ered again  by  dense  curling  masses  of  smoke. 
It  seemed  as  if  our  whole  front  was  on  fire, 
and  news  came  to  us  that  our  main  road  of 
communication  had  been  heavily  shelled,  and 
was  now  strewn  with  dead  horses  and  men. 
Before  the  battle  of  the  Somme  there  were  no 
signs  and  portents  so  terrible  as  these.  It  was 
evident  that  the  enemy  knew  what  was  in  store 
for  him  on  the  morrow,  and  was  preparing 
against  it.  but  if  the  prelude  was  so  magnificent 
in  its  terror,  what  won'  1  the  battle  be?    Imagln- 
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ation  staggered  under  the  contemplation.     By 
four  o'clock  the  hornbardnicnt  was  ahnost  at  an 
end,  and  nearlv  all  the  shells  in  the  Scjuare  had 
cxploiled.      i  he  soldiers  began  to  crecj)  out  of 
the  cellars.     On  passing  through  the  Square  we 
were  ariia/ed  at  the  sight.      In  tact  tlie    i'rans- 
port  Oilicer  passed  through  at  my  side  without 
recognizing  the  [ilace.     .At  the  entrance  was  a 
team    oi    six   ilead   mules    lying   pn.ne    on   the 
grounJ  and  (errihiv  torn.     Two  rows  of  houses 
had  disappeared,  leaving  mere  heaps  of  stones 
m  their  places.      'J"he  pavement  was  torn   up, 
and  the  vvTccks  of  f!ie  ammunition  wagons  lay 
scattered  about.       i'uo  JKnises  were  stili   burn- 
ing.     Our  colonel   and   ailiutant  we   found  by 
tlie  side  of  the  stream.     'Jhey  had  been  in  a 
cellar  near  the  Square  all  day  but,  fortunately, 
they  were  little  tlie  worse  for  the  experience. 
I  hey  were   giving  orders   for   the   assembling 
of  the  scattered  regiment. 

Ijy  this  time,  civilians  were  leaving  the  ccI- 
l.-r>.  and  \\  ith  armfuls  of  household  goods 
hastenln-j  from  the  village,  d'o  them  it  seemed 
the  cnil  of  all  things — the  ilay  of  doom.  Some 
of  them  had  slight  wounds  and  as  they  passed 
us  thev  cric'J  mournfully,  "[■'inis,  Messieurs, 
i'inis."  AH  was  lost.  This  exodus  of  the 
despairing  civilians  was  the  saddest  sight  of  the 
day.     By  sunset  tlje  regiment  had  been  gathered 
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together — all  except  the  wounded  who  had 
been  sent  to  the  Main  Dressinj^  Station  anvl 
the  dead  who  had  been  placed  side  by  side  and 
covered  with  blankets.  Most  ot  our  officers 
and  men  had  lost  all  their  belonyini^s.  but  in 
the  twilight  they  marched  out  of  the  vill.i^e 
and  took  their  places  in  the  reser\e  trenches 
near  the  other  battalions.  'I'hese  had  sutlered 
no  losses.  They  had  been  saved  tb.e  long  day's 
agony.  I\arly  in  the  n^.orning  the  battle  was 
to  begin  but  the  Westminsters  knev,-  that  no 
worse  experience  could  await  them  than  that 
through  which  they  had  already  passed. 

Next  morning  I  buried,  near  the  ruined 
church,  the  bodies  of  the  sergeants  who  had 
been  killed  a  few  doors  from  us;  and  on  the 
following  day  I  laid  to  re^t.  side  by  side,  in  one 
long  grave,  two  dri\ers  who  had  died  at  their 
posts  in  the  S(iuare,  together  wiili  an  otnccr 
and  twenty  men  belonging  to  the  1st  Queen's 
Westminster  Ritles. 
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ACHICOURT  Is  a  little  viilaire  about 
a  mile  out  of  Arras.  It  has  two 
churches,  one  Roman  Catholic,  the 
other,  Lutheran.  The  former  church  has  been 
utterly  destroyed  by  German  shells,  and  will 
have  to  be  rebuilt  from  the  foundations.  The 
Lutheran  church  was  less  prominently  placed, 
and  its  four  walls  are  still  standing.  Its 
humility  has  saved  it,  but,  as  by  fire.  All  its 
windows  are  gone,  and  its  walls  are  torn  and 
scarred  by  fragments  of  shells.  Most  of  its 
slates  have  been  destroyed  and  the  rain  pours 
through  the  roof.  But,  on  dry  days,  and  until 
the  Battle  of  Arras,  it  was  a  beloved  little 
place  for  services.  It  stood,  however,  at  a 
corner  of  the  village  Square,  and  the  Square 
was  destroved  by  hundreds  of  exploding  shells 
on  Easter  Sunday.  As  I  passed  it  In  the  after- 
noon of  that  day,  and  saw  how  It  had  suffered, 
my  heart  grew  sad  within  me. 

Often  It   had  sheltered  us  at  worship,   and 
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many  of  our  most  sacred  memories  will,  tor 
ever,  cling  like  ivy  to  its  wills.  Ihe  door  was 
smashed  in,  the  vestibule  torn  into  strips  as 
by  lightning.  The  pews  were  strewn  on  the 
floor  with  their  backs  broken;  even  the  frames 
of  the  windows  had  been  blown  out.  There 
was  a  little  portable  organ  that  we  had  used 
with  our  hymns,  and  it  lay  mutilated  on  the 
floor  like  a  slaughtered  child.  The  floor  was 
white  with  pl.ister,  as  when  a  sharp  frost  has 
brought  low  the  cherry  blossom.  Never  again, 
I  thought,  should  I  gather  my  men  for  worship 
within  its  humble,  hospitable  walls.  One  more 
of  the  beautiful  and  sacred  things  of  life  had 
perished  in  this  all-devoi:ring  war.  Only  the 
fields  remained,  and  there  all  my  future  services 
must  be  held. 

But  "fears  may  be  liars"  and  so  mine  proved. 
I  had  reckoned  without  the  man  in  khaki — 
that  master  of  fate  whose  head  "beneath  the 
bludgeonings  of  chance,  is  bloody  but  un- 
bowed."  In  a  week  he  had  cleared  the  Square 
of  its  dead — mules  and  men — filled  in  its 
craters,  and  cleared  away  the  debris  that 
blocked  the  roads.  He  was  even  removing  the 
fallen  houses  in  order  to  mend  the  roads  with 
their  bricks  and  stones;  and  he  had  thrown 
together  all  the  scraps  of  iron  for  salvage. 
There  I  found,  lying  sid-  by  side,  the  burned 


I 


i 


MICROCOPY    RESOLUTION    TEST    CHART 
ANSI  ond  ISO  TEST  CHART  No    2 


1.0 


I.I 


1 3.2 
,*"     13-6 


2.5 

2.2 

2£ 
1.8 


1.25 


1.4 


1.6 


^      APPLIED  iM^nr 


84 


"Xoxv  the  Day  Is  Over" 


tin-soldiers  of  the  cliihlren;  officers'   revolvers 
which,  being  loaded,  b       exploded  in  the  heat; 
bayonets  and  ritle-barrels  ot  the  men;  broken 
sewing  machines  ol  the  women.     He  had  taken 
in  hand,   too,  the  little  church.      Sacking  was 
spread   across  the  windows;   the   remnants  of 
the   little   organ   were   carefully   placed   under 
the  pulpit  where  they  lay  like  the  body  of  a 
saint  beneath  an  altar;  the  floor  was  swept  of 
its  fallen  plaster.     The  pews  were  repaired  and 
placed   in  order   again,   and   a   new  door  was 
made.      Even   timber  v.as  brought   for  a  new 
vestibule.      The    wood    was    rough    and    un- 
painted — Tommy  had  to  use  what  he  could  get 
— but    it   served.      The   twisted    railings   were 
drawn   away   from   the  entrance,   and,  on  the 
following   Sunday,   we   were   back    in   our   old 
sanctuary.      \Vc   felt  that  it  was  more  sacred 
than  ever.      These  are  the  deeds  of  our  fight- 
ing-nian  that  make  us  love  him  so  much,  and 
these    are   the   acts   of  kindness   and   common 
sense   that   make   us   admire  our  commanders. 
Both  offuers  and  men  have  the  heart  of  a  lion 
In  the  hour  of  battle,  the  gentleness  of  a  lamb 
when  It  Is  over.     Whatever  their  circumstances, 
they  cannot  cease  to  be  gentlemen,  nor  forget 
the  fathers  that  begat  them. 

I  At  liiiii  wild  il()i;hts  the  future  of  England 
come  hither.     I  h;  will  see  the  past  throui^h  the 
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present,  and  the  future  through  hoth.   1  ommy  s 
eyes  arc  the  crystal  gazing-giasses  in  which  he 
will  discern  the  future.     '1  ommy  is  living  his- 
tory    and    the    prophecy    of    the    future    made 
Hesh.      The  pessimists  have  not   seen   Tommy 
here,  and  that  is  why  they  are  what  they  are. 
"Age  cannot  wither  nur  custom  stale"  his  in- 
finite fre.,hness  and  resource.     He  is  a  swc-d 
that  the  rust  of  time  cannot  corrode,  nor  the 
might  of  an  enemy  hreak,  and  he  will  he  found 
flashing  wherever  there  arc  v\Tongs  to  right  and 
weak  to  he  defended.     On  Kaster  Sunday  he 
was  calmly  enduring  the  horror  of  the  German 
bomhardment  and   the   explosions  of   his  own 
dump  of  shells.      On  Kaster   Monday  he   was 
driving  the  Ciermans  at  the  point  of  his  hayonet, 
or  accepting  their   surrender   at  the   doors   of 
their     dug-outs!       On     I'-aster     Tuesday     and 
Wednesday   he   was    repairing   a    little    IVench 
chapel    for    worshi|>.      Take    him    which    day 
you  will,  and  you  will  find  him  mighty  hard  to 
match.     'I"o   me   he   is   the   king   of   men,    and 
his  genius,  cheerfulness  and  resourLelulness  be- 
yond the  range  of  explanations. 

.After  some  weeks  of  fighting  we  had  come 
to  our  last  Sunday  in  .Achicourt,  and  were 
gathered  for  the  evening  service.  I  he  chapel 
was  jannned  with  ollicers  and  mm,  hut  not  all 
my  flock  was  there.      There  was  Kifleman  (iih- 
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son  absent.  He  was  carrying  his  beloved 
Lewis  gun  in  an  attack  when  a  bullet  struck 
him,  and  he  died,  as  his  comrades  report,  with 
a  sinilc  upon  his  face.  Before  going  into  the 
battle  he  had  given  mc  his  father's  address 
and  thanked  me  for  the  spiritual  help  he  had 
received  at  the  services.  It  was  his  farewell 
to  me,  anil  his  lather  now  has  the  penciled 
words.  And  Rifleman  Stone  was  absent,  too. 
He  was  but  a  boy,  and  beautiful  with  youth 
and  goodnes:,.  His  comrades  loved  him  as 
David  loved  Jonathan,  with  a  love  passing  the 
love  of  women.  Kvcry  day,  they  told  me  in 
their  grief,  he  knelt  in  the  trench  to  say  his 
prayers  and  to  read  his  Bible.  One  night  after 
praying  he  laitl  him  down  and  slept.  He  had 
often  sung  the  evening  hymn: 

"Jesui  protfcfs;   mv  frars,  be  gone! 
What  can  the  Rock  of  Ages  move? 
Safe    in   Thy    arm    I    lay    nsc    down, 
Thy   everlastipR   arms   of    love. 

"While  Thnu  art  intimately  niRh, 

Who,   then,   shall    violate  my   rest? 
Sir,    earth,    and    hell    I    now    defy, 
I    lean   upon   my   Saviour'ji   breast. 


"Me   for  Thine  own  Thou   lov'st  to  take, 
III   lime   and   in   eternity, 
Thou   never,   never   ^^iit  forsake 

A  helpless  soul   that  trusts   in  Thee." 
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And  as  he  slept,  God  took  him  from  the 
misery  of  this  world — took  him  without  wak- 
ing him.  His  broken-hearted  comrades  gath- 
ered together  his  broken  body,  and  a  friend, 
a  Congregational  preacher,  who,  though  over 
military  age,  was  serving  in  the  ranks,  read  the 
burial  service  over  him.  Lance-corporal  Gil- 
bert James  was  missing,  too — he  whom  I  had 
known  to  lose  his  breakfast  to  attend  a  service 
in  a  cold,  dirty,  old  barn.  And  many  others 
were  absent  whose  departure  to  the  Land  be- 
yond our  mortal  reach  was  to  us  like  the  putting 
out  of  stars. 

We  were  leaving  the  .\rras  front  and  we 
sang  a  hymn  for  those  who  had  taken  our 
places: 
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'O  Lord   of   Hosts,   Whose  miphty  arm 
In  safety  keeps  'mid  w:ir's  alarm, 
Protect   our   comradi^s    a;    the    tront 
Who  bear  of  war  the  bitter  brunt. 
Ai.d  in  the  hour  of   danger  «pre.id 
Thy  sheltering  wiiiRs  above  each  head. 


•In  battle's  harsh   and  dreadful  hour. 
Make  bare  Thine  arm  of   sovereign  power, 
And  fi>:lit   for  them  who  h^ht   for    1  hee, 
Ard  p,ive  to  justice,  victotv. 

()  in  the  hour  of   danger   spread 

Thy  sheltering  wings  above  each  head. 
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"If  hy  the  way  tht-y  woiinded   lie, 
(>  li^tc■ll  to  ilitir  plaintive  cry; 
And    rrst   tlu:ii   on    I  hy   loviim   breast, 
O    I  hou  on  Whom  ilie  cro^s  wub  pressed; 
Aiiil    in   ihc   hour   o*   danger   sheil 
Ti'.y   gl(.rious   radiance   o'er  each   licad. 

"\\'h(  n  pestilence  at  noonday  wastes, 
And  death   in  triumph  onward  hastes, 
t)    Saviour    Christ,    remetiiber    Xain, 
And    trivc    lis   our   beloved    again. 
!n   every   ward   of   sickness  tread. 
And    lay    I'hy   hand   upon  each   head, 

"O   Friend   and   Comforter  di\!ne. 
Who   inakest   light   at   midnight   shine, 
c;i\e    consolation    to    the    sad 
Who   in   the   days  of   peace   were   Rlad. 
And  in  the  hour  of  sorrow  spread 
Thy  wings   above  each   drooping   head. 

Amen." 

I  had  to  find  a  new  voice  to  start  it,  for  our 
little  organ  had  been  destroyed  hy  a  shell, 
and  our  precentor  way  lyinjf  in  a  grave  beside 
liis  .Medical  .Aid  Pf)st  at  (iuemappe.  When, 
o\  (lood  Friday,  we  had  sung  the  hvmn  be- 
fore, the  regiment  returned  from  rest  billets  to 
the  line,  he  had  started  the  tune.  1  lis  love 
(or  music  was  second  only  to  ;hat  of  risking 
his  life  lor  the  woutivled.  In  one  of  his  letters 
given  me  lo  censor,  he  had  written,  "How  nice 
it  will  be  to  be  b  ick  in  my  old  place  in  the 
choir."'      Dut  he  was  destined  not  to  go  back. 
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Ills  p:uh  was  unward  and  ii[}\vard,  and  his 
place  was  in  the  lieaveniy  th.oir.  I  had  seen 
It  in  his  large,  tender  Mue  eyes.  1  here  was 
in  them  an  expression  as  if  he  had  seen  "tiie 
land  that  is  very  far  oit."  I  felt  that  he  was 
chosen  as  a  sacrifice — that  the  seal  of  Ciod  was 
on  his  toreiiead. 

Still,  we  had  to  sing,  though  his  voice  was 
silent.  So  we  sang — several  tunes,  for  hymns 
seemed  ail  our  spirits  needed.  What  need 
was  ihere  lor  a  sermon  when  we  had  hymns? 
We  lett  the  rag-time  type  ol  hymn  and  sang 
the  real  deep  things  that  come  from  men's 
hearts,  and  ever  atter  are  taken  up  by  their 
felhjws  to  express  their  deepest  aspirations  and 
experiences.  i  he  ruined  tiiapel  \ihrated  with 
music,  and  men,  I  am  told,  stood  in  the  street 
to  listen  while  "Jesus,  Lover  of  my  Soul," 
"Rock  of  Ages," '"When  I  Survey  the  Won- 
drous  Cross"  and  "  1  he  Sands  of  Time  are 
Sinking"  told  of  the  faitli  and  love  that  lift 
up  the  heart.  Wc  also  sang  "Abide  with  Me." 
After  hearing  us  sing  it  one  night,  a  Roman 
Catholic  otlicer  in  the  regmu-nt.  a  Canadian 
and  one  of  the  hraxesr,  i>iost  beloved  men  that 
cvt-r  walked,  told  me  that  he  u.is  a  great- 
grandson  of  the  author.  I  le  is  in  h.ospita! 
now  Vvith  severe  woumls,  but  his  men  were 
present. 
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"Couldn't  we  take  up  a  collection  for  the 
repair  of  the  chapel  when  peace  comes.''" 
whispered  a  rifleman;  "it  would  be  a  sort  of 
thanksgixing  for  the  good  times  wc  have  had 
in  it,  and  for  the  kindness  of  the  c<jngregation 
in  giving  us  the  use  of  it  so  freely." 

I  put  the  suggestion  to  the  men  and  they 
\()ted  for  it  with  enthusiasm.  Two  c>f  them 
went  round  Vy-ith  their  caps  and  out  of  their 
shallow  purses  the  big-hearted  fdiows  gave 
o\er  loo  francs.  In  the  name  of  the  men  I 
presented  the  full  caps  to  a  lady  of  the  con- 
gregation who  was  present,  and  s!ie  was 
moved  to  tears.  The  time  was  quickly  passing, 
so  I  mounted  the  pulpit  and  told  them  of 
v/ords  spoken  after  the  earth's  hrst  great 
trouble,  when  the  black  wings  of  denth  hat! 
cast  their  shadow  o\"er  c\ery  home:  ".\nd  (lod 
said,  I  do  set  my  bow  in  the  cloud,  and  it 
shall  be  for  a  token  of  a  covenant  between  me 
and  the  earth.  And  it  shall  come  to  pass,  when 
I  bring  a  cloud  over  the  earth,  that  tlie  bow 
shall  be  seen  in  the  cloud." 

"God,"  I  said,  "has  made  a  covenant  \xith 
man,  for  man  is  His  neighbor  and  subject;  and 
there  must  be  an  understanding  between  them, 
if  thrre  i"^  to  be  pcicc  and  hanpin'"^s.  ^'a^ 
must  know  Gxl's  will  or  he  will  grieve  Ilim 
and  there  will  be  iliscord  and  pain.     Also,  man 


Now  the  Day  Is  Over" 


91 


i:iust  know  God's  Intentions  concerninjr  him, 
and  something  of  Ills  \v;iys,  or  else  he  will  live 
in  fear  and  dread  of  the  Almighty  One  in 
whose  power  he  lies.  There  were  no  books 
and  pa'-chment  in  tiie  first  days,  so  CJod  took 
the  sky  for  His  parchment,  and  dipping  His 
lingers  in  the  most  lovely  of  colors,  wrote  out 
His  covenant  with  man.  He  ^.j-rcad  it  out  be- 
tween earth  and  heaven  so  that  man  might  look 
up  and  SIC  it  without  obstruction,  and  so  that 
He  Ilimisclf  might  look  down  on  it  and  re- 
member His  agreement.  'The  buv..'  He  said, 
'shall  be  in  the  cloud;  and  1  will  look  upon 
it,  tb.:it  I  may  remember  the  everlasting 
co\en'.int.' 

"When  vou  draw  up  a  covenant  with  a  neigh- 
bor, you  look  well  at  it  and  then  give  it  to  your 
attorney,  who  puts  it  away  in  the  darkness 
of  the  s:-.fe.  But  it  is  taken  out  at  intervals 
for  frcsii  examination.  And  the  rainbow- 
covenant  was  put  away  behind  the  ^louds,  to  be 
brought  out  again  from  time  to  time  to  bring 
comfort  and  strength  to  man  by  its  appear- 
ance. The  rainbow  is  only  balf  seen  by  man. 
The  lower  half  of  its  circle  is  lost  in  the 
earth.  It  exists,  but  unseen.  And  the  full 
circle  of  God's  beautiful  covenant  with  man 
has  never  appeared  to  our  eves.  A  full  half 
is    lost    in    the    unapprehending    darkness    of 
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man's  miiul.  I  he  lull  purpose  of  God  i.^  not 
rcali/c(J.  His  plans  are  tO(j  vast  and  elorious 
for  the  intellect  or  imagination  to  span;  l)ut 
half  tile  rainl)>>\v  is  seen  and  it  is  cnou<.;h.  See- 
ing half  we  can  take  the  resi  on  trust.  In  the 
covenant  we  are  assured  that  wc  shall  never  be 
given  darkness  without;  light,  winter  without 
summer,  seedtime  without  harvest,  death  with- 
out birth,  scjrrow  without  joy.  or  a  thick  rloud 
with(Hit  a  rainbow.  He  binds  Himself  not  to 
give  e\"il  without  good,  or  to  bring  tears  with- 
out laughter.  "I  do  set  Mv  bow  in  the  cloud; 
and  it  shall  come  to  pass  when  I  bring  a  cloud 
over  the  earth,  that  the  bow  shall  be  seen  in  the 
cloud." 

"A  rainbow  is  made  up  of  rain  and  sunsliine 
and  life  is  woxen  of  the  same  stuff — tears  and 
laughter.  1  he  most  glorious  sunshine  is  in- 
capable of  a  rainbow  without  the  co-operation 
of  the  dark  trailing  clouds;  and  It  is  impossible 
for  the  human  character  to  reach  Its  ripest 
maturity  and  beauty  on  joy  alone.  Sorrow  is 
as  beneficent  ami  necessary  as  joy.  There  are 
untutored  natives  v.ho  dread  the  rainbow. 
Ihev  belie\e  that  it  is  a  serpent  that  rises  out 
of  the  pools  to  tlevour  men;  and  there  are 
unbe!!e\!!-g  men  in  cultured  lands  who  dread 
ad\  ersitv  no  less.  I  hey  do  not  believe  that 
God  'brings  the  cloud.'      Jhe  rainbow  is  their 
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refutation  and  it  is  written  across  the  sky  for 
all  to  see.  On  the  other  hand,  there  are  un- 
believing men  who  see  only  the  tloud  and  arc 
blind  to  the  sunshine.  To  thein  life  is  one  long 
tratj:cdy.  It  is  an  immense  futility.  'J'hey  re- 
gard m.an  as  a  mere  cc^rk  in  the  sea,  thrown 
about  by  blind,  deaf,  unintelligible  natural 
forces  void  of  purpose;  active  indeed  but  un- 
governed.  Human  life  to  them  is  a  black 
cloud  driven  through  immensity  by  the  winds 
of  unintelligent  fate.  It  has  no  meaning  and 
its  darkness  is  the  deeper  because  they  cannot 
call  a  halt  and  disperse  it  into  nothingness 
Like  Job's  wife  they  would  say  'Curse  (jod  and 
die,'  yet  they  cannot  die.  But  Job,  as  he  sits 
on  the  dunghill,  looks  up  at  the  rainbow  and 
finds  a  truer  philosophy.  'What?'  says  he, 
'shall  we  receive  good  at  the  hand  of  God,  and 
shall  we  not  receive  evil?'  Under  the  rain- 
bow's arch  there  are  fruitful  fields  and  beautiful 
gardens  for  where  the  rainbow  hangs  in  air 
there  is  sunshine  and  there  is  rain — the  parents 
of  fruitfulness.  And  to  whom  (jod  gives  in 
equal  measure  joy  ami  sorrow  there  is  beauty 
and  fruitfulness  of  heart  and  life.  I  lis  promise 
to  'c\ery  lix'ing  creature'  is  that  He  will  ne\er 
send  the  cloud  withfiut  the  sun'ihinc  and,  what 
is  not  less  gracious,  He  will  never  send  the 
sunshine  without  the  cloud.     Wh.en  by  day  the 
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Isniclitcs  tramped  the  fiery  desert  He  Icii  them 
by  a  pillar  ot  cloud,  and  they  marched  in  its 
shade;  ami  in  the  blackness  of  ni^ht  He  threw 
in  the  sky  a  pillar  of  sunshine;  and  they 
walked  throutih  the  gloom  in  its  lii::ht. 

"in  these  terrible  days  of  war  when  our 
hearts  ht'^'in  tn  fail  us  and  dark  doubf;  cloud 
the  minu,  let  us  look  at  the  Covenant  Ciod 
has  made  with  us.  He  has  set  it  in  rainbow 
colors  across  the  sky,  that  'he  who  run^  may 
read'  ami  'the  wayfarinij  nian  thouj^h  a  fool 
may  not  err."  (iod  has  flung  his  rainbow  over 
the  trcneh  and  the  grave;  over  the  C^arucn  of 
(icthsemane;  over  the  Cross  on  Calvr.ry.  It 
is  over  the  tomb  in  the  Arimathcan's  Garuen; 
and  over  Olivet,  as  Christ  ascends  to  heaven. 
We  are  born  under  the  rainbow,  live  under  it, 
die  under  it.  .At  the  last  we  shall  iind  it  over 
the  throne  of  Judgment.  Water  and  blood 
flowed  from  Christ's  side;  and  life  and  death, 
joy  and  pain,  light  and  darkness,  summer  and 
winter,  peace  and  war  come  forth  from  God. 

"Let  us  take  life  as  it  comes  v/ith  obedient 
wills  and  grateful  hearts.  The  bee  finds  honey 
In  the  thistle  as  well  as  in  the  rose,  and  'where 
the  bee  sucks  there  suck  I,'  for  He  who  guides 
the  bee  guides  me.  Only  in  loving  obedience 
to  God  shall  we  find  true  wisdom.  Tt  is  not 
so  much  what  we  are  given   as  how  we  take 


''Now  the  Dav  Is  Oxer 


1)5 


it  that  matters.  To  he  humble  nothing  may- 
be so  sweet  as  sorrow;  and  to  the  proud  nothing 
may  be  so  bitter  as  pleasure.  Let  us  leave 
God  to  mix  the  ingredients  of  our  life,  for 
'all  things  work  together  for  good  to  tlieni 
that  love  God.'  It  is  all  in  the  covenant 
written  by  God's  fingers  in  the  cohjrs  of  the 
rainbov/,  and  whenever  He  brings  it  from  be- 
yond the  clouds,  let  us  look  at  it  with  reverent 
eyes,  and  ponder  its  promise.  Then  shall  we 
be  able  to  say,  with  Wordsworth, 


'My   heart    leaps   iip    when    I   behold 
A   rainbow   in  the   sky.'" 

After  I  had  finished  speaking  we  sang,  at 
the  request  of  one  of  the  sergeants,  the  hymn 
commencing 

"The    Day  Thnu   pa'.est   Lord    is   ended, 
The  darkness  falls  at    Thy  behest." 

And  beautiful  indeed  was  the  singing  of  it. 

The  Benediction  followed.  Just  as  I  was 
ending  it  an  impulse  came  to  me,  antl  I  yielded 
to  its  importunitv.  "Before  we  part  and  before 
we  leave  -Achicourt  which  has  meant  so  much 
to  us  of  ]ov  and  sorrow."  I  said,  "let  us  sing 
a  kiddies'  hvmti.  We  still  shelter  in  our  hearts 
a  little  child.  Though  we  ha\e  grown  mous- 
taches  and   some   of  us   gray   hairs,   the  child 


90 


"Nv>\v  the  Diiv  Is  Over" 


that  wc  oiKc  were,  never  (]uitc  dies.  Let  us 
have  a  h'.inn  for  the  O'sy  witliin  u^  v. ho  iv.ver 
grows  up  a!ui  iie\er  ci'e.^."'  Then  1  r^J.!,!  out 
verse  by  verse,  for  it  was  not  in  their  books: 

"Now   ilie   (i.Ty    i'^   over, 
Nij;lit    is    dr,i\vii!)4    niuh, 
Shadow-,    of    the    cveniiig 
Steal    across   tlie   sky. 

"Jesus,    <;i\L-    tiic    wtnrv 
Calm    a.ni    .s-.veL-t    repose; 
With   riiy  tenilerfst  b!i-sving 
May    t'ncir    i-vcliJs    tlo-c. 

"Cirai..    to    HuK-    ihiMrcii 
Vi^io^s   briulu    of     I'liee; 
Guariliiif;   the    sailors   tu.iinS 
On    tl'.e    a:iKrv    tea. 

"('!)iul..it  t\ci>    :  iitiercr 
XN'.ttchiiif;   late    in   pain; 
Those   vho   plan   toi.ic   evil 
From   il.i-ir   sin    ris-irain. 

"When  the  morning  wakens, 
Then  may  1   arise 
Pure   and   (resh,   and   sinless 
In  Thy  holy  eyes." 


I  have  witnes-eu  mn  \  iir-.<i..^  --!■>"•  '^  '^V 
time  and  heard  much  deep  and  thriUing  music; 
but  I  have  never  been  so  deeply  moved  by 
anythin};  as  bv  the  rich,  deep  voices  of  these 
l^ailant  men  and  boys  who,  after  winning  the 
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Battle  of  Arras,  had  come  into  this  ruined 
church  and  were  sinj^ing  this  beautiful  kiddies' 
hymn  as  their  last  tarewell. 

Ihe  collection  the  boys  had  taken  up  hat! 
been  so  heavy  tiiat  we  carried  it  to  the  Irench 
lady's  house  tor  her.  As  we  entered  her  home 
she  said  in  her  simple  way,  as  her  eyes  grew 
radiant  with  gratitude.  "I  like  the  J\nghsh 
soldiers."  It  was  the  voice  of  I  rancc.  And 
she  was  worthy  to  speak  tor  Irance.  lor 
two-and-a-halt  years  her  house  had  stood 
within  a  mile  of  the  (ierman  trencher,  and  but 
a  few  hundred  yards  from  our  f)wn  firing  line. 
Yet  she  and  her  mother  had  never  lett  it.  She 
introduced  me  to  her  mother,  who  had  lived 
in  l.ondon,  and  spoke  I.nglish.  1  hen  she 
brought  in  coftee.  1  had  noticed  a  most  re- 
markable thing  about  the  house.  1  here  was 
not  a  piece  ot  glass  broken,  nor  a  mark  of 
war  on  the  walls.  It  u.is  the  oiilv  house  I 
have  seen,  either  in  Achicourt  or  Arras,  upon 
which  the  u.ir  has  not  l.i.d  its  monstrous  and 
bloody  linger.  "I  low  is  it."  I  asked  the 
mother,  "that  Nour  hou-.e  has  not  been 
toucheii .'"  1  ler  eyes  shone  .ind  .i  sweet  smile 
lit  u[)  her  t.ice.  "It  is  the  will  ot  (  lod,""  she- 
said  simply.  "Shells  ha\e  f.dlen  a  little  short 
of  us  and  a  little  beyond  us.  i  iuv  have  passed 
within  a  yanl  oi  the  house,  and  wc  have  heard 
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the  rushinp;  of  fhc  wind  as  they  passed,  but 
they  have  !.')C  touched  us.  When  the  village 
has  heeii  honiharded  we  have  gone  down  into 
the  celhir  as  was  but  discretion  and  duty,  but 
we  have  had  the  convictifm  all  along  that  we 
shouhi  be  spared,  and  we  refused  to  leave  the 
house.  Wc  do  not  know  God's  purpose  but 
we  believe  that  it  is  God's  will  vo  spare  us." 
I  lea\e  the  fact  to  speak  for  itself  and  offer 
no  explanation.  Skeptics  ^^■i!l  say  the  house 
was  spared  bv  accident;  but  they  would  not 
have  stayed  there  two-and-a-half  \ears  trusting 
to  sucli  an  acciilent.  These  two  women,  with- 
out a  i:Kin  in  the  house,  stayctl  on  the  very 
confines  of  hell  with  its  hourly  suspense  and 
danger  lor  nearly  three  years,  because  they  be- 
lieved it  was  God's  vill  and  rliat,  though  they 
walked  through  the  fierv  furnace  heated  seven 
times  hotter  than  it  was  wont  to  be  heated, 
I  le  would  not  allow  so  much  as  a  hair  of  their 
heads  to  be  singed.  And  not  a  hair  i.us  singed. 
They  were  women  in  wiuini  faith  burned  like 
a  bright  pillar  of  fire.  One  caught  its  light, 
■And  felt  its  heat.  I  ha\e  met  patriots  and 
heroes  and  know  cheir  quality  when  I  see  them 
and  eome  near  them.  The  e  were  "the  real 
thing."  i  .:itb.  in  God  and  faitli  in  thei.  coun- 
try were  interwown  in  dieir  sj^riis  like  sun 
and  !-hov.er  iti   a   raiti'oow.    I  liey  were   of  the 
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same  breed  as  tlij  Maid  of  I'raiKe,  an.d  like 
lier,  with  their  white  banner  bearing:;  the  lie- 
\ice  of  the  Cross,  tiiey  withstood  and  defied 
the  mi^lu  and  terror  of  the  invader.  They 
believed  it  was  Ciod's  will  they  should  stay, 
to  "Be  still  and  know  that  I  ani  God."  Their 
expericTce  was  expressed  by  the  Psalmist 
centuries  afro:  "God  is  our  refuge  and 
strenjTth,  a  very  present  help  in  trouble,  i  here- 
fore  will  not  we  fear,  though  the  earth  be 
removed,  and  though  the  mountains  be  carried 
into  the  midst  of  the  sea.  Though  the  waters 
thereof  roar  and  be  troubled,  th(iugh  the  moun- 
tains shake  with  the  swellings  thereoi  .  .  . 
Come  behold  the  works  of  the  Lord,  what 
desolations  Tie  hath  made  in  the  earth.  He 
maketh  wars  to  cease  unto  the  en.,  ot  the  earth; 
lie  breakcth  the  bow,  and  cutterh  the  spear  in 
sunder;  He  burneth  the  chariot  iti  the  tire.   .   .   . 

The    Lord   of  Hosts  is   with   us;   the   God   of 
Jacob  is  our  refuge." 

Such  was  the  faith  of  these  two  women,  and 
their  courage  few  men  have  approached.  It 
is  a  practical  matter,  and  after  comjiaring  it 
with  the  skeptic's  theory  ot  accident  and  coin- 
cidence and  remeinbering  his  proliahle  b.i^te  in 
seeking  a  place  not  so  liable  to  untoward  acci- 
dents, I  accept  the  ex[ilanation  ot  the  women. 

Their    house    was   spared    and    not    a    luiir   of 


m. 

l> 


100 


"\uw  the  Dav  Is  Over" 


their  heads  injured  hecause  "it  was  God's  will." 
If  it  is  not  the  correct  theory,  it  ought  to  be. 
Otherwise  falsehood  is  more  sustaining  than 
trutii,  ami  inspires  nobler  conduct. 

I  he  day  was  now  over.  A  new  chapter  of 
life  had  been  written,  and  in  the  morning,  we 
left  behind  us  this  village  of  precious  memories, 
and  niarchcil  out  again  into  the  unknown. 
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IT  is  said  that  the  eel  is  born  in  the  deepest 
part  of  the  ocean,  thousands  of  miles 
from  any  country,  and  that,  urged  by  an 
overpowering  instinct  it  begins  almost  at  once 
to  rise  towards  the  light  and  to  head  for  the 
land.  Alter  slowly  swimming  thousands  of 
miles  it  reaches  our  ri\crs,  and  pushes  its  way 
up  to  their  sources,  and  even  crawls  through 
the  grass  out  of  one  stream  into  another.  1  lerc, 
if  uncaught  by  man,  it  lives  for  years  gorging 
an  appetite  which  only  developed  on  reaching 
the  fresh  water.  Then,  the  overmastering  in- 
stinct that  brought  it  out,  takes  it  back.  It 
returns  through  the  illimitable  waters  until  it 
iinds  the  place  where  it  was  born.  There  the 
female  lays  her  eggs  and  there  male  and  female 
die.  Ihe  eggs  hatch,  and  the  young  do  as 
their  parents  did  before  them. 

I  do  not  ttiink  1  could  kill  or  cat  an  eel. 
I  have  too  much  reverence  lor  it  now  that 
1  have  learned  its  story.  W'lien  in  the  lish 
market    I    see    an    eel    struggling.    1    feel    that 
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I  want  to  take  it  and  drop  it  into  the  sea 
liiat  it  may  go  to  its  long  home  "far  from 
liic  nuidJinj^  crowd's  ignoble  strife."  How 
passionate  and  wild  mus!;  he  its  desire  to 
get  hack  to  its  i)\vn  ocean  depths  wliere  it 
may  perpetuate  its  kind  and  die  in  peace. 
Its  a;)petite  is  voracious,  but  then,  what  but 
the  mightiest  and  nujst  elemental  instincts  and 
appetites  could  carry  it  through  achievements 
so  sublime  and  tragic.  Picture  it  on  its  lone 
way  through  the  deep,  urged  on  by  it  knows 
not  what.  Scientists  say  that  man  has  evolved 
from  a  tiny  form  of  life  that  passed  through 
the  lish  stage.  If  so,  it  explains  a  lot  and  I, 
tor  one.  shall  r)()t  he  ashamed  to  acknowleilL^e 
relationship  to  a  tish  with  a  life  storv  as  sub- 
lime as  that  ot  the  eel.  I  know  that  Cicnesis 
speaks  trulv  when  it  says  that  Cod  made  us 
out  I't  t!ie  dust  of  the  earth  antl  breathed  into 
our  sduls  the  breath  of  I  lis  own  being  thus 
animating  ilust  with  divinity.  And  if  from  the 
other  iii'^pireti  book,  the  bonk  of  \ature,  scien- 
tists can  te  uh  how  (lod  inixcil  Ow  tl.'v  when 
fie  tashionetl  nr.m  I  will  accept  the  teaching 
with  gratitude,  for  it  will  help  u'.c  to  under- 
stand things  thai  are  dark  in  I'lc  and  in  mv 
lellows.  It  will  throw  bght  on  the  wild 
longings,  and  instincts  imiTKiture.  tliat  baffle  th'.' 
nund.  a!)i.l  cojtic  itito  th;'  cle.ir  shallow  streattis 
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of  life  like  eels  out  ot  the  dark,  unfathomable 
depths  ot  the  ocean. 

Since  I  went  to  1  ranee  I  ha^'e  been  amazed 
at  the  homing  instinct  as  re\'ealed  in  the  Cvim- 
ing  together  of  the  sons  of  the  British  Mother- 
land. Teople  at  home  do  not  quite  realize 
what  has  happened.  Britain's  sons  have  come 
back  to  her — have  come  back  to  ilie  that  their 
race  may  be  saved  and  perpetuated.  1  he 
British  are  a  roving  race.  A  large  number  of 
them  yield  to  an  (jverpowering  ilesire  to  go 
out  into  the  world.  1  he  South  I'ole  and  the 
North  Pole  ha\e  known  the  tread  of  their  teet. 
Their  ships  have  anchored  in  c\ery  creek  of 
e\erv  sea.  There  is  no  town  or  country  how- 
e\  er  remote  where  their  voices  have  not  been 
heard.  Even  Mecca  could  not  keep  the  Briton 
out.  He  must  look  upon  its  iilack  Stone.  All 
lands  call  him  to  coiTie,  and  see,  ami  conquer, 
lie  coloni/cs  and  absorbs  but  cannot  be  ab- 
sorbed. He  is  a  Briton  still.  A  friend  of 
mine  told  me  that  when  xisiting  Australia 
strangers  who  had  nc\er  seen  l!ngbuul.  except 
in  and  through  their  fathers,  would  come  to 
him  in  railwav  carriage  or  'bus,  and  ask  "i  low 
is  evervthing  at  Honu/"  .\nd  Dr.  j'itchctt, 
Australia's  splendid  author,  confesses  that  when 
he  iirst  saw  the  land  of  his  fathers  he  knelt 
down  and  k-'-'-ed  its  shore. 
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Loving  the  homeland  with  a  passion  stronger 
than  death  the  Briton  leaves  it,  for  he  hears 
the  call  0}  the  world  btjrne  on  tlie  winds  and 
waves  ironi  afar,  and  cannot  refuse  it.  In 
foreign  lands  he  lives  and  labors.  He  roams 
their  l:elds  and  swiiiis  in  their  streams,  but  al- 
ways with  an  ear  listening  for  the  voice  of  the 
IVIotherl:;iul;  tor  he  is  hers,  ant]  at  her  service 
if  she  cai!  ,. 

'i  lie  i).o!:ir:;:h.ii  <,|'  War  on  Aug.  4,  1914, 
was  the  .MoiJier  .s  c'i  to  her  children.  Swifter 
than  iigiuning  ir  passed  tlirc^ugh  the  waves  and 
on  the  v.ings  <f  the  wind.  The  settler  left  his 
lonely  caliiii,  the  gold-digger  his  shovel,  the 
prospector  his  surveying  instruments,  the 
rancher  his  herds,  the  missionary  his  church, 
tlie  teaclier  his  school,  the  clerk  his  office,  and 
all  made  tor  the  nearest  port.  Within  a  month 
there  was  not  a  ship  on  the  wide  seas  but  was 
bearing  loyal  sons  back  to  their  Motherland's 
defense.  I  have  met.  in  IVance,  British 
soldiers  from  every  country  under  heaven.  I 
bent  over  a  dying  soldier  near  Arras  who  was 
a  clerk  in  Riga,  Russia,  when  the  call  came. 
i\nil  ofie  night  on  the  Somme  a  fme  young 
fellow  from  Africa  entered  mv  tent,  and  slept 
by  mv  '-idc  I  le  was  oiie  of  the  i?iost  charming 
and  h;indsome  men  I  ha\e  ex'er  met,  and  had 
co.ne    Irom    Durban.       lie    had    ft)ught    with 
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Botha  in  Southwest  Africa,  and  at  the  conclu- 
sion of  that  campaign  had  shipped  for  home. 
Next  day  1  took  him  to  Dclville  Wood  for  he 
wanted  to  see  the  phice  where  his  brother  hud 
died.  1  tounJ  that  he  was  of  my  own  com- 
munion and  we  taliped  about  some  of  my  col- 
lege friends  who  hail  gone  out  to  Natal.  Iwo 
days  later,  he  died  ol  wounds  in  a  dressing 
station.  Most  ot  the  transport  officers  in  our 
Division  ha\  e  come  home  from  abroail,  and 
have  been  given  their  posts  because  they  are 
accustomed  to  horses.  One  was  prospecting  in 
Nigeria,  another  salmon-cann'ng  in  Siberia,  a 
third  on  a  plantation  in  South  America. 

In  adtlition  to  Cana^lians,  South  Africans, 
Australians,  and  New  /ealandcrs.  who  ha\e 
come  by  die  lunulred  thousand  at  the  call  of 
the  Motherland,  there  arc  hundreds  of  thou- 
sands who  ha\e  come  singly,  or  in  small  parties, 
from  remote  corners  of  the  earth.  For  five 
weeks  I  was  a  patient  in  a  Canatlian  hospital 
in  I'rance.  'Fhe  etitire  staff  was  Canadian. 
Some  were  Canadian  born;  others  had  gone  out 
to  that  C(nintry  years  a;'o.  All  were  of  Hrltish 
Mi")d.  The  colonel  was  a  magnificent  spe- i- 
men  of  manhood  from  London,  Ontario,  in 
which  city  he  hatl  been  born.  1  le  wouhl  sit 
on  the  bed  and  tell  us  tales  of  the  great  snow- 
land,      Som.ctuncs  he  would  scold  us  tor  l/ciju' 
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so  blind  to  the  greatness  of  the  Kmpirc  and  rcll 
us  what  Canada   thou(^dit  of  the   Motherland. 
One  of  the  ni^ht  orderlies  would,  on  (xeasion, 
recite  to  us  some  poem  such  as  "jim   liludso," 
heiore    the    lights   went   out.      Then    he   would 
come     to     my     locker     and     take     ""Paltzrave's 
I  reasury  ot  Songs  ami  Lyrics"  with  which  to 
regale  his  soul  tlur.ng  the  long  watches  of  tl;e 
n:ght.     He  was  of  the  full  stature  of  men  and 
s.tra.ght   as   a    pine.      He   had   gone   out   fro:n 
Ireland  as  a  hoy.  and  settled  on  a  cattle  ranch 
in    the    I'nited    States.       One    ilay    tliere    was 
trouble  and  one  ot    the  other  cowbovs   sent  a 
bullet   clean   tiirough    l;is   chest.      Tbe   moment 
war  was  declarcii  he  left  his  roving  herds  of 
ca.ttle,    crossed   the    frontier   into   Canada    and 
tra\elcd    humlreds    of    miles    to    Winnipeg    to 
enlist.      I  he  doctor  looked  at  him.     "Wbat  Is 
this  scar  on  your  chest?"  he  asked.     "0!i,"  re- 
plied   the    cowbfw'.    'i    feil    oft    a    wagon    and 
knocketl  the  skin  oft."     The  tloctor  turned  him 
round   and   put   his   fmger   in    the    scar   on    his 
back  where  the  bullet  had  passcil  out.     "And 
what  is  this  scar  at  the  back'      Did  vou   fail 
otf  another  wagon?"     Atul  t!ie  two  men  undtr- 
stoovl  one   anotluT  an>l   lautrhcd.      Tlie   doctor 
couKi  iioi   ilinl  it  in  his  iieirt  to  send  the  cow- 
boy b;ick  to  his  ranch,  so  he  was  passed  into 
the  C.iiKuliiin  confingent. 
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One  of  the  nurses  we  called  "the  Little 
Mother.  '  She  h:ul  '^one  to  Canada  five  years 
before,  hut  the  war  had  liroii^ht  her  hack,  and 
well  was  it  for  us  that  it  had.  Arnon^  the 
patients  was  a  doctor  in  the  .\meric;in  .\.  M.  C. 
I  lis  ancestors  had  left  I-.n.<j;land  generations  ap;o 
and  settled  in  New  l-"n<^huul,  but  he  had  coriie 
back  at  tiie  call  of  war — a  ijrandson  of  the 
Motherland.  Then  there  was  a  lieutenant  of 
British  stock  wiio  had  been  horn  and  brought 
up  at  Antwerp,  but  as  the  Cierman  guns  were 
destroyino;  his  native  city  he  took  ship  to  enlist 
in  the  British  army.  "Anzac"  was,  as  his  nick- 
name denotes,  an  Australian.  I  le  was  in  the 
Flying  Corps.  He  had  heard  the  call  at  school 
and  had  come  "'    iie"  to  the  land  of  his  lathers. 

In  one  regim  .  I  found  a  bunch  of  lads  who 
had  been  born  m  China.  But,  out  there  in 
Hong  Kong,  they  heard  the  call  of  a  Mother- 
land they  had  never  seen,  an  '  came  post  haste 
to  her  help.  Sitting  near  me  as  I  write,  is  an 
officer  back  from  the  Argentine,  and  already,  on 
his  arm.  is  a  gold  wound-stripe.  Another  in  the 
mess  h'ui  been  pearl-fishing  in  Australia,  but 
stored  his  boats  to  come  and  light.  Another 
at  our  table  was  born  in  Australia.  He  was 
with  Captain  Falcon  Scott  on  his  last  expedi- 
tion, and  saw  him  go  out  to  the  South  IV)le 
„_,]    ..v.TfU        IT.-'    his    nlreatlv    been    wounded. 
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When  the  war  broke  out  its  tumult  seemed  to 
wake  our  fathers  and  we  felt  them  stir  in  our 
blood;  for  ancestors  are  not  put  into  graves 
but  are  buried  alive  in  their  sons.  \Vc  felt  the 
call  to  defend  our  race  as  our  fathers  did  in 
their  day.  It  was  a  master  instinct,  and  the 
millions  of  men  who  voluntarily  left  home  and 
business  to  fight  show  how  ilceply  nitionality 
is  rooted  in  human  nature.  Returning  from  a 
far  land  to  die — if  needs  be — that  their  kind 
may  li\e,  the  scattered  sons  of  our  Motherland 
have  i.)me  by  all  the  seas  to  defend  her,  in  her 
hour  of  need. 


''Tliry  cam''  as  the  winds  come 
When   forests   are    rended ; 
'J'hey  came  as  the  waves  come 
When  navies  are  strauded."' 
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JUNE  was  a  fiamino;  month  on  the  high 
ground  wc  liad  captured  ht^yond  Arras. 
'J"he  Quartermaster  and  Transport  Of- 
ficer with  whom  I  was  messing  were  h(jth  "on 
leave"  so,  as  I  was  the  only  officer  left  in  the 
camp,  a  Baptist  pailre,  whose  regimeiit  was 
near,  came  to  live  with  me.  I  had  a  little  brown 
tent  ii\e  feet  wide  and  six  feet  long  which  a 
riHeman  had  lent  to  me  because  the  bell-tent 
I  was  expecting  had  not  arri\ed.  The  lille- 
man  did  not  need  his  tent,  for  he  and  his 
chums  had  built  themselves  a  little  dug-out. 
Next  day  the  hell-tent  arrived,  and  the  other 
padre  took  possession  of  it,  while  1  held  on  to 
the  little  brown  shelter.  Next  to  it  was  the 
kitchen  where  the  servants  slept  and  cooked. 
It  was  a  truly  wonderful  contrivance  of  wood, 
corrugated  iron  and  ground-sheets.  'lie  Bap- 
tist chaplain's  tent  was  round,  my  slviter  ob- 
long, hut  what  shape  tlie  kitchen  was,  would 
pass  the  wit  of  man  to  say.      It  was  a  shape 
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iiL'vcr  sixri  on  cartii  hctOrc.  Ii  hrul  no  nr.cestor 
aiul  it  ciuiltl  !ki\c  lU)  tlcsccrv.iani.  Sucli  i»  de- 
sign ciuilj  not  oiciif  t'AiLc.  liLVoiid  the  kitchcii 
wrrc  the  horsc-liiic^  oi  the  r('|j,iiTKriL  aiv.l  close 
liy  ihciii  tile  rc;j;:iiKti;al  stores.  It  was  ^o  hot 
that  we  ail  wore  our  hghtcst  clot!iin;j;;  and 
v»hen  the  ser\arns  ^ot  Icniop.s  Iroiti  Arras,  the 
lemonade  ihi'v  made  lasted  almut  In  e  minutes 
only,  t(»r  what  was  lett  hy  us  wa.s  (iuickly  lirunk. 
up  hy  t!ie  servants  with  the  assista.nee  ot  those 
who  like  to  Ircijuent  sueh  happy  places  a^  mess 
kitchens. 

.Ml  our  meads  were  served  out  of  donrs, 
umler  the  hlue  sky.  We  had  quests  mo^t  days, 
tor  officers  coniiuL:  out  I  rom  the  hoTTielantl 
stayetl  with  us  for  a  in^ht  or  a  day  before 
j^oins^  up  Willi  the  rations  to  join  the  reijimcnt 
in  the  trePAh.  ()ther  otlivers  }iad  come  liown 
to  stay  with  us  on  tlieir  way  to  a  course  at  some 
military  school;  auA  one,  at  least,  came  to  wait 
for  the  (.lay  on  whiih  he  was  to  take  his  "leave." 
We  were,  therelore,  a.  \ery  merry  [larty.  It 
was  ahnost  like  canipin<^  on  the  Yorkshire 
moors,  for  we  had  an  uniriterruptetl  \icw  of 
many  miles.  7  o  tliose  who  lo\e  vast  stretches 
of  wlKl  harrcn  country  as  I  do.  the  scene  under 
the  llaming  June  sun  was  exceedinj^ly  impres- 
sive, i  here  were  no  houses,  streams,  hedj^es, 
or  trees,  hut   the  whole  area   was  scored  with 
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trenches  cut  into  rlic  v.hitc  chalk,  and  showing 
clearly  at  trreat  distances.  The  ground,  with 
but  short  spaces  between,  was  covered  with  en- 
campments. These  consisted  ol'  the  stores  and 
horse-line^  of  tiie  re^ninents  and  batteries  ir. 
the  line,  fhe  circle  of  the  hori/on  was  bounded 
by  the  cliarred  ruins  ui  Irench  \illa^'es — Ueau- 
rains.  Xeuville.  \'itasse,  Wancourt,  Monchy 
and  1  ijloy.  We  could  c,  ..  the  flashing  of  (.ur 
own  guns,  and  the  black  bursis  of  shells  fr(.ni 
those  of  the  encnu. 

Ail  tiay  the  sky  was  thick  with  aeroplanes. 
and  many  were  too  high  to  lie  seen  except 
through  strong  tield  glasses.  \Vc  watched  a 
dennan  aerojil.-.iif  circling  o\cr  Arras  and 
directing  th.e  lire  of  the  long  irun^.  Sor.n  the 
streets  were  strewn  witli  lie.ul  .md  wounded, 
lor  tlie  town  was  full  of  troops.  I  hi-  firing 
ouiy  lasted  ;i  few  miiuite^,  houe\er.  (  )iu'  of 
our  aeroplanes  (juickly  challenged  the  enemy  to 
single  combat;  ami  we  soon  saw  the  derman 
machine  falling  from  an  immense  height,  wing 
over  wing  and  hi, id  .,■,  .t  t -?.  utterly  <nit  of 
control. 

Dinner,  in  the  cool  of  the  evening,  was  a 
most  pleasant  meal.  As  we  drank  our  coffee 
we  watched  the  aeroplanes  returning  from  the 
hue  like  birds  to  their  nests.  Sometimes  we 
counted    as   many   as   twenty,   all    heading   for 
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home  at  the  same  time.  I  he  sun  set  in  red 
an  1  golden  splendor,  and  we  wondered  what 
darkness  would  hring.  On  the  night  hefore 
our  arrival,  the  regiment  which  made  way  for 
us  had  one  ot  its  storemen  killed  hy  a  shell; 
and  on  most  nights  a  ^ew  shells  tell  in  some 
part  or  other  of  the  vast  camp.  One  evening 
shells  fell  a  little  heyond  us  and  the  transport- 
sergeant  moved  his  horse-lines.  Alter  that, 
he  mo\ed  them  every  evening  at  dark,  so  that 
the  ground  where  the  e  lemy  had  ohserved  the 
horses  in  the  day-time  was  left  vacant  when 
he  opened  tire  at  night.  It  \v.,s  a  game  of 
cliess  with  horses  and  men  for  pawns,  and  life 
;,;ul  death  for  the  stakes. 

On  the  evening  hetore  our  guest — a  young 
lieutenant — v>as  to  go  on  leave,  he  got  very 
uneasy.  .\s  gulls  scent  the  a[iproach  of  stormy 
weather  ami  come  inland,  or  hlackhirds  and 
larks  feci  the  approach  of  winter  and  migrate 
to  summer  laiuls,  so  (uen  can  sometimes  scent 
danger  and  coming  death.  11-  had  with  him  a 
bottle  of  whisky,  and  he  kept  ;t  on  the  tabic 
outside   my   tent  —  a   sale   place   tor  it. 

"1  don't  mind  telling  you  I'adre,"  lie  sa;d, 
a.->  he  poureii  <iut  a  glass,  "I've  m'l  the  'wind- 
up'  badly  t(i-nig!it.  I  ilon't  liixc  the  teel  ct 
thir.gs.  1  would  rather  be  in  the  trenches  than 
here,  because   I  know  what  is  likely  to  hapjK-n 
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there,  hut  hero  in  the  open  I  t'eel  strant^e  and 
unprotected.  I  shall  be  glad  when  it  is 
morning." 

His  feeling  was  quite  natural.  We  always 
feel  another  n  ti's  dangers  more  than  our  own 
because  they  are  new  to  us  and  we  don't  know 
what  to  expect  or  how  to  meet  them.  A  man 
will  choose  a  big  danger  that  he  is  used  to, 
sooner  than  a  lesser  danger  that  is  new  to 
hm..  Besides,  the  lieutenant  had  his  "leave- 
warrant"  in  hib  breast  pocket  and  chat  will  sap 
any  man's  courage.  I  ?e  has  a  feeling  that  the 
shells  arc  after  his  "lea\  e-warrant"  and  that 
the  gunners  know  where  it  is.  He  suspects  that 
fate  is  malignant  am!  takes  a  special  delight 
\n  killing  a  man  when  he  is  on  the  way  to 
"Blighty."  xMany  a  man  has  been  killed  with 
a  "leavL-warrant"  in  his  pocket,  or  "commis- 
sion papers"  in  it  which  were  taking  him  home. 

Our  doctor  told  me  how  one  niglit  he  and 
the  chaplain  who  precedeil  nie  were  riding  on 
the  front  ol  an  ambulance  car  wheti  a  shell 
burst  and  with  a  fragment  killed  the  cha[ilain. 
In  the  patlre's  [locket  was  his  warrant,  and  he 
was  taking  h's  last  rivle  before  going  home: 
but  instead  of  going  home  in  "Hlightv"  he  went 
to  his  lotitj  home,  and  the  warrant  lies  in  the 
grave  with  him.  A  man  leels  particular!;, 
vulnerable    when    the    long-looked-lor    "Icare- 
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warrant"  is  in  his  pocktt.  He  t'lo.js  not  fear 
death  alter  "lca\c,"  luit  he  tliics  </ii  tfic  c\e  of 
"Icaw."  I  Ic  want^  one  more  look  at  his  home 
and  lo\ed  ofies  helore  ^oin^r  on  the  loni^  and 
hmc  journey  wiiich,  despite  all  the  C(;nifort 
which  the  Christian  religifjn  ibises,  still  retains 
niu'.  Ii  ot  its  (error  to  the  human  spirit.  I  here 
lia\e  heen  tew  hetrer  C.'hristi;;ns  than  Samuel 
[nhnson  arul  John  Ihiiuan,  liut  neitb.er  of  tlum 
eouKl  contemplate  tortiinyj  tiie  ri\er  o!  deatli 
without  ni!sji;i\:n,ii;s.  When  tlie\-  cj.me  to  it  tliey 
found  it  much  less  f orn^.iilahle  than  they  had 
expected.  I  lad  they  heen  ;it  the  I'ront  with 
"lea\  e-\v 'rrants"    in  ""    p.ickers    t(»    "Meet 

Street,  [.mdon,"  oi  .  Utow.  liedford,"  I 
lancy  neither  ot  tluni  would  ha\e  taken  undue 
risks. 

I  could  symiMthi/e  with  the  \oun^  lieutenant 
tor,  a  lew  months  hetore,  a  "lea\  e-w  arrant'' 
had  made  a  hit  i;!  a  coward  (^f  m\sflf.  I  was 
in  two  minds  wliether  or  ii'it  to  ^o  up  to  the 
iirin,^  line  to  see  the  men  aijaii.  be  lore  shippm}^ 
for  home.  I  lie  "leave-warr.int"  was  in  my 
pocket,  and  1  w;is  to  <.;o  next  morning:  hut  the 
doctor's  story  of  my  predecessor  came  to  my 
mind.  .i!:d  tiie  "Ic.u  e-w  arrant"  spread  itself  out 
before  the  e\es  ot  mv  imagination.  I  saw  the 
faces  of  my  witt,  and  mot'ner,  and  dog,  and 
the  faces  of  mv  friculs.     The  ciid  home  and 


T\\v  Terror  \l\   Xiulil 


n:. 


the  ijrccji  ficKis  stretched  cut  before  ir.e;  ;vv,I 
I  decided  to  see  them  uy<t  .\nd  the  '"boys"  alter. 
I  l)iu!  inst  been  witii  niv  ii;ei;.  but  it  \\:!s  p.  louij, 
time  b,  lee  1  i:ad  lieen  with  those  at  home.  It 
there  "i^ds  a  shell  with  my  name  ami  adviress 
on  it.  1  thoii;2;'it  I  would  make  tlie  1  lun  wait 
till  1  had  been  home,  before  1  let  h'ln  deliver 
it  into  n;y  iiand..  I  thijik  a  'dea\  e-v.-.:rrant" 
would  make  a  eoward  oi  any  man.  At  ar.y 
rate,  the  feetinLi;  is  (]uitc  understood  and  recog- 
nized by  e\eryone  :n  the  I'ront;  and  this  yount:; 
officer  had  been  sent  down  from  the  trenches 
to  us,  three  davs  before  his  tram  was  due  U> 
start,  so  that  he  miniit  ha\e  a  better  cliance  ot 
using  his  "warrant,"  and  at  the  same  time,  feel 
more  at  ease  in  mind. 

I  undrcsseil  ami  got  into  bed.  and  lay  read- 
ing by  the  liglit  of  a  candle  when  the  lieuten.mt 
came  to  the  tent  tloor  again.  "It's  no  use, 
Fadre,"  he  saiti,  "I  can't  go  to  beil  yet.  I  te.l 
too  uneasy.  I  wish  I  were  on  the  train."  lie 
went  back  to  the  bell-tent  he  was  sharing  with 
the  other  chaplain,  and  I  put  out  my  light. 

fhere  was  the  silence  of  a  summer  evenin;^ 
broken  only  by  the  distant  bursting  of  shells. 
'Idnti,  suddenly,  there  was  a  crash  about  seventy 
vards  from  our  tents,  .ind  tv.o  more  near  the 
horse-lines,  "do  run  or  not  run.""  that  was 
the  question:  and  ]]n  /'vwer  was  in  tlie  nega- 
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tivc.  It  I  ran.  it  was  just  as  likely  that  I 
should  run  into  a  sliell,  as  out  oi  the  way  of 
one.  On  Easter  Sunday  I  had  seen  three  of 
our  non-commissioned  officers  killed  in  that 
way.  Besides,  I  like  my  bed,  once  I  ha\  e  taken 
the  trniiole  to  get  into  ir.  J  therefore  put  on 
my  steel  helmet  which  I  had  placed  by  the 
1  eii-side,  and  waited  to  see  what  would  happen. 
(  A  steel  helmet  is  a  wonderful  comfort  when 
men  are  untler  fire.  We  may  not  lia\e  much 
in  our  heatls  hut  we  feel  more  anxious  about 
t.hetn  than  about  all  the  rest  of  the  body.  The 
helmets  are  hea\y  and  uncomfortable  and  we 
don't  like  wearin^r  tliem,  init.  nevertheless,  may 
blessinj^s  ever  rest  on  tlie  head  of  the  man 
who  invented  them.  I  h;i\e  seen  scores  of  li\-es 
saved  by  them,  and  they  have  ^iven  Infinite 
comfort  and  assurance  in  tryitij;  moments.) 

A  long  silence  elapsed,  then  the  lieutenant 
appeared  at  t!ie  door  of  the  tent  again. 

"^'ou  haven't  been  here  all  (  e  time,  h:ive 
you?"  he  asked.  "We  went  tiown  to  the  old 
trenches  at  the  bottom  ot  the  camp;  but  it  is 
rather  cold  and  wearisome  there,  arivi  I  think 
the  worst  is  over  now.  I'm  iust  going  to  take 
another  sip  ot  the  'Scotch  wine'  and  then  turn 
in  tor  tile  night;  but  I'm  not  going  to  un- 
dress." 

1  en  minutes  later  there  was  a  tremendous 
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crash   as   if   a   star   had   fallen   on   top   of   us. 
There  came  a  hlinding  flash    if  light,  a  stroni^ 
smell  of  powder,  and  a  spluttering  of  hullets 
on  the  ground.      That  was  enough  to  got  tlic 
laziest  man  living  out  of  bed.   and  to  answer 
the  (juestion,   "to   run  or   not   to   run  .'"   in   tlic 
affirmative.      I    slipped    on   mv   hoots    without 
fastening  them,  put  on  my  trench  coat  ;ind  hade 
my   little    tent    a    fond    f;ircwell.      There   were 
some    old    (jerman    gun-{'its    close    by,    and    I 
sought  refuge  there.     "Come  in  here,  sir,"  cried 
a  \()ice,  anJ   I   tountl  myselt   by  the  side  of  a 
sergeant.      I  hen  tiie  cook,  ran  in  bare-toot  and 
laughing.     No  one  seemed  to  ha\e  been  liit,  and 
all    had  now   sought   shelter.      We   w.iited    lor 
some  time  ami  nothing  further  happened.     The 
night  was  cold   ami   I   began   to   shiver   in  rry 
pajamas.      So    I    startetl    t<;    look    about    tor    a 
place  to  sleep  in,  for  a  feeling  ot  estrangement 
hail  grown  up  between  me  and  tbe  little  lirow.n 
tent.      There  w;!s   a   path   across   a   shaliov,-   bit 
of  trench,  and  underni..ith  it  I  fouiul  the  barber, 
lying  comfortably  on  his  bed.      lie  invited  me 
in,    and   saiti   tbat    I   could   have   the   bed,   and 
he  would  sleeji  at  the  side  of  it  on  his  ground- 
i,heet.     lie  could,  he  said,  sleep  as  soundly  on 
the  ground  as  on  the  bed  of  stretched  sacking. 
1  therefore  returned  to  my  tent  to  get  iilankets. 
The  time-fuse  of  a  shell  had  gone  through  t!ie 
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kitclitn  and  rebounded  from  a  beam  on  to  my 
servant,  but  without  doing  him  any  injury  and 
\\c  proposed  sleeping  there  for  the  night.  He 
only  agreed  to  move  to  some  safer  place,  when 
I  oriiered  hii7i  to  do  so.  1  here  was  no  one 
in  the  bell-tent  so  I  knew  the  occupants  were 
quite  sate  somewhere.  On  striking  a  light  to 
get  my  blankets,  F  ncjticed  three  small  holes 
in  the  top  ot  the  tent,  and  knew  that  sh.rapnel 
bullets  hail  missed  me  only  by  iruhes.  It  had 
been  a  close  sha\  e  and  it  was  not  ituippropriate 
that  I  was  now  going  to  be  the  guest  of  a 
barber. 

I'he  psychological  effect  was  not  one  I  should 
have  expected.  The  incident  caused  no  shell- 
shock,  and  but  little  immediate  excitement;  so 
I  was  soon  asleep.  All  the  others  were  in  a 
like  case.  The  excitement  came  with  the  morn- 
ing when  we  cxaiiiined  the  tents  and  the 
ground.  In  the  bell-tent  there  were  ten  shrap- 
nel bullet  holes.  One  had  gone  through  the 
piece  ot  wood  on  wl.ich  the  officers'  clothing 
had  been  hung,  and  nuist  ha\e  passed  immedi- 
ately over  ihe  body  of  the  Baptist  chaplain  as 
Ik*  lay  in  bed.  Others  must  ha\e  passed  e(jually 
near  the  lieutenant  who  was  not  in  bed,  but, 
standing  up  at  the  tin^.c.  fuily  tiresscd.  In  my 
o\\u  little  tent  I  found  ek\en  holes  .nid  they 
were  in  all  tnirts  o(  the  cam-as.     Some  of  the 
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bullets  mu'^t  have  gone  in  at  nne  siJo  and  out 
at   the    other,    for    only    ii\c   were    iourui    em- 
bedded  in  th.e   ii.ird,   (.lidky  prcc.ind.      A   s;\th 
had   passed   throvijii   tlic   box   at    t'sc    bed-lioad 
and  entered  deeply   into  tlie   book   I   had  been 
reading.      Outside    the    kitchen,    the    servants 
picketl    up   a    lump   of    shell    a    foot    lone;    and 
three  or   four   inches  \vit.k'.      Well   was   it   lor 
them  that  the  fragment  fell  out>ide  tb.e  kitclien 
and  not  inside.      I  he  ground  around  the  tents 
was  sprinkled  with  shrapnel  bullets  and  I'lts  ot 
shell.       The   shells   which    fell   near  tlie    hors;-. 
had  burst  on  touching  the  ground,  ar.d  not  I'ke 
ours,  in  the  air.     d'hey  had  dug  deep  holes  in 
ti-.e  eari'i,  aiul  a^;  the  horses  were  withiti  a  tew 
yards  of  them,  it  seemed  miraculous  that  none 
was    hurt.      The   transport   had   just    returned 
from  taking  up  the  rations,  and,  as  one  of  the 
drivers   leapt    oft    his   horse,    a    bullet   hit    the 
saddle  \\liere  his  leg  had  been  a  second  belore. 
Not  a  man  or  liorsc  received  a  scratch,  although 
the  shells  had  made  a  liirect  hit  on  our  camp. 
On  other  occasions  one  shell  has  laid  out  scores 
of  men  and  horses. 

They  say  that  sailors  don't  like  padres  on 
bo.trd  ship,  because  rjiev  thirk  the  latter  bring 
.'^em  bail  luck.  .And  ino>t  r-Cop-le  arc  a  little 
afraid  of  the  figure  tliirteeii.  but  though  it  was 
the    thirteenth    of    Jvuie    and    there    were    two 
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padres  in  the  tents,  wc  had  the  best  oT  wh.  t 
is  called  "luck."  So  I  think  we  may  say  it  was 
one  up  for  the  padres.  After  breakfast  we 
'gathered  together  some  of  the  fragments  lying 
around  the  tents,  and  found  the  nose-cap  of  a 
shell  which  had  burst  seventy  yards  away. 
With  these,  and  the  time-fuse  which  hit  my 
servant,  the  other  chaplain  and  I  went  to  a 
battery  and  asked  the  officers  to  tell  us  some- 
thing about  the  gun,  just  as  one  might  take  a 
bone  of  some  extinct  creature  to  a  scientist, 
and  ask  him  to  draw  an  outline  of  the  whoL- 
animal.  '1  hey  told  us  that  the  gun  was  a  l(»ng- 
range,  high-velocity,  naval  gun  with  a  possiblj 
range  of  fifteen  miles.  They  knew  where  it 
was,  but  couKl  not  hit  it.  I'he  shot  was  a 
large  high-explosive,  shrapnel  shell,  and  the 
time-fuse  indicated  that  it  had  come  to  us  from 
about  ele\  en  miles  away. 

On  our  return  we  built  ourselves  dug-outs 
lor  the  nights,  and  only  lived  in  the  tents  by 
day.  Sometimes  we  were  shelled  in  the  day- 
time, but  by  taking  cover  took  no  luirt,  though 
a  lad  in  the  transport  next  to  us  was  seri- 
ously wounded.  When  they  were  shelling  us 
by  day,  we  could  distinctly  hear  the  report 
ol  the  gun,  a  second  or  two  later,  see  the  shell 
burst  in  th.e  air;  and  a  second  later  still,  we 
could  lie.ir  it.  We  saw  the  burst  before  we 
heard  it. 
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I  liav'j  given  this  personal  incident  not,  1 
hu])e.  ou:  ot  any  impulse  oi  egotism,  but  be- 
cause it  furnishes  those  who  ha\  e  not  been  at 
the  Iront  with  an  idea  ot  the  terror  wliieh 
assails  our  men  by  nij^dit,  both  in  the  trenches 
and  In  the  "back  areas."  i'here  can  be  but 
few  wiio,  ha\in^  been  any  length  of  tinu-  at 
the  I  ront,  ha\  e  not  had  sinii'.ir  c\|>eriL.ices 
and  equally  narrow  escapes.  J  hey  are  so  coin- 
mon  that  men  Ljet  used  to  them  and  do  not 
take  nearly  enough  care  to  iircjtuct  themsehes. 
Loss  by  such  stray  shells  is  expected,  and  the 
soldiers  regard  it  much  as  a  tradesman  regards 
the  deterioration  oi  his  stock.  One  gets  useil 
to  the  frequent  occurrence  ot  death  as  he  does 
to  ariVtbir-.g  else.  At  home  there  are  thousands 
of  preventable  deaths — deaths  through  street 
accidents,  diseases  and  underfeeding.  The 
number  could  be  enormously  reduced  if  the 
nation  W(nild  rouse  itself.  And  human  nature 
is  much  the  same  at  tlie  Front.  Men  prefer 
case  and  comfort  to  safety.  Also,  men  grow 
fatalistic.  They  have  seen  men  sought  out  by 
shells  after  they  have  taken  every  precaution 
to  escape  them:  and  they  have  seen  others  go 
untouched  when  they  seemed  to  be  inviting 
shells  to  destrov  thcrT).  Men  are  conscious  of 
a  Power  that  is  not  themsehes  directing  their 
lives.  Thev  feel  that  in  lite  which  the  (ircek 
tragedians   called    late.       1  hey    do    nut.    know 
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(luitc  uiiar  to  call  it.  Most  of  then.  wouKl  call 
it  Proviiicncc  it  they  spoke  frankly  arul  };a\c 
it  a  nai:,c  at  all.  One  of  tiu:  liiKst  Cliristian 
officers  I  knew  toh]  nie  that  iu-  believed  that 
CK'il's  linger  had  a!'-eady  written  what  !-is  fate 
siu)uld  he.  If  he  had  in  tiic  nothing  could  save 
him,  and  if  he  had  to  live,  nothing  ccuiid  kill 
him.  All  he  was  concerned  with  v.as  to  he  able 
to  do  his  tiuty,  and  take  whatever  (>od  sent 
him.  This,  he  said,  was  the  <  iily  suitable  work- 
ing philosophy  for  a  man  at  t!ie  Iront. 

There  'n  a  widespread  fatalism  at  tiie  I'ront, 
but  it  i:  tile  fatalism  of  Christ  rather  tlrm  of 
old  ()n)ar  Khayyam:  "Take  no  tlioUi;;,t  for 
your  lii'.-  .  .  .  for  ytuir  heavenly  hather  know- 
tth  thiat  ye  have  need  of  all  these  things,  but 
seek  ye  first  the  kingdom  of  (jod,  and  his 
rightcouncss.  Take  therefore  no  thouglit  for 
the  morrow:  for  the  morrow  shall  take  thought 
for  the  things  of  itself.  Suiticient  unto  the  day 
is  the  evil  thereof."  And  this  works.  It 
enables  men  to  "put  a  cheerful  courage  on" 
and  do  their  duty.  There  is  none  of  the 
paralysis  of  will  and  cessation  of  effort  which 
follows  the  fatalistic  philosophy  of  the  East. 
All  that  Omar  Khayyam's  fatalism  leaves  a 
man  to  strive  aff^r  is  "Red,  Red  Wine,"  in 
which  he  drowns  memory,  honor  and  reputa- 
tion and  character.     When  he  has  nassed  from 
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amonp;  his  peers,  there  is  nothing  left  to  re- 
member him  by  hut  a  "turned-down  empty 
glass."  'J'he  Christian  fatalism  at  the  Front 
destroys  no  man's  initiative,  but  keeps  him 
merry  and  bright,  and  helps  him  to  "do  his 
bit."  When  he  shall  pass  from  the  banquet- 
ing-house  of  life,  into  the  G-eat  Unexplored, 
he  will  leave  as  his  memorial,  not  a  turned- 
down  glass,  but  a  world  rcileemcd  from  tyranny 
and  wrong. 


X 


"ETON  BOYS  NEVER  DUCK" 


AN  army  is  more  courageous  than  the  in- 
tli\  iduuls  who  compose  it.  J  he  coward 
ii.'ids  sufficient  C()urai;e  iCr  his  job 
while  doiiiij;  it  with  his  rei;inient,  and  the  bra\c 
is  at  his  iira\L-i.  lie  has  a  courage  Vvhich  is 
not  his  own  hut  which,  somehow,  he  puts  on 
with  his  unitOnii.  1  L-  does  tieeds  of  daring 
he  could  not  iu.\e  d(jne  as  a  civilian.  The 
army  has  a  corporate  courage  and  each  soldier 
recei\cs  a  portion  of  it  just  as  he  receives  a 
ration  of  the  army's  foitil.  It  is  added  r '  what 
he  has  ol  his  own. 

Hie  hndge  of  the  army  is  courage.  Wlien 
a  recruit  joii^s  the  arniy  he  knows  that  he  is 
f>utting  aw  the  (.i\  ihan  standartl  of  courage 
with  his  lierhy  hat,  and  is  putting  on  the 
soKlier's  stamlard  of  courage  with  his  uniform. 
His  great  fear  is  that  he  will  not  he  aide  to 
live  up  to  it.  1  le  wonders  il  he  is  made  of 
the  stuH  that  produces  heroes.  1  le  is  a  mystery 
to  himself  and  has  a  haunting  fear  that  there 
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inuy  be  a  strain  jt  the  coward  in  his  make-up. 
He  wishes  it  were  })usMl)le  to  have  u  rehearsal 
tor  he  \\ouUi  ratiier  uic  than  lail  on  the  ap- 
pointed day. 

i  he  chaphiin  tears  that  he  will  faint  and 
become  a  hindrance  instead  of  a  help  wlien  he 
first  sees  blood  and  t<jrn  limbs  in  tiie  dressing 
station;  anii  tiie  recruit  is  afraid  ot  bein;^  alraid 
in  the  hour  of  battle  and  ot  bringing  dishonor 
and  weakness  upon  his  regiment.  I  le  will  be 
glad  when  tiie  trial  is  over — when  he  knows 
the  stuit  of  which  nature  has  made  him.  A 
friend  of  iTiine  told  mc  one  day  that  he  was 
walkmg  over  a  heavily  shelled  Held  with  a 
young  aristocrat  of  a  highly  strung  tempera- 
ment. J  he  man  was  afraid,  hut  would  not 
yield  to  his  fear.  1  lis  lips  twitched  and  his 
face  became  drawn  ami  white,  i  lis  nun  cments 
were  jerky  but  he  made  no  other  sign.  1  lo 
talked  about  paltry  things  in  whiJi,  at  the 
moment,  he  had  not  the  slightest  interest,  and 
passed  jocular  or  sardonic  remarks  about  the 
things  that  were  hapfiening  around  them.  My 
friend  ducked  his  head  when  a  shell  hurst  near 
as  we  all  have  done  often  enough,  but  the 
young  aristocrat  kept  his  head  a  .  high  and  stifT 
as  if  lie  were  being  crowned.  He  heUl  it  up 
defiantly;  was  it  not  filled  with  the  bluest 
blood  of  I'.ngland?     The  shells  might  blow  it 
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off  if  they  liked.  I  h;;t  was  their  c(jnccrn,  not 
his,  hut  they  should  ne\cr  make  hiui  bew.  I  is 
fathers  had  fought  on  liriri-h  battlefields  lor 
centuries,  and  had  never  bowed  their  heads  to 
a  foe,  aiul  he  would  not  break,  the  great  tradi- 
tion. Shells  might  break  his  neck  hut  they 
should  ne\"er  bend  it.  lie  would  lace  the 
enemy  with  as  stiff  an  upper-Iip  and  as  stiff  a 
ncek  as  ever  his  fathers  diii.  I  le  knew  his  per- 
sonal weakness  and  rcintorecd  Ins  strength 
with  that  of  his  fiitiuT'i'.  I  le  was  nnt  afraid 
of  ilcath.     I  le  was  afraid  of  being  afraid. 

My  friend  was  a  coachman's  son  ^^■ho  by 
courage  antl  cajvicity  of  the  highest  order  had 
won  a  conimissioM.  I  !e  had.  no  traditions 
cither  to  haunt  or  help  him.  and  he  had  often 
been  tricvl  i-i  tbe  t:re  and  kni.\v  hi>  strength.  I  le 
was  not  afraid  of  being  a. f raid.  It  was  natural 
^o  iluck  wfun  a  >lu'll  burst  near  and  it  did 
him  no  harm  and  made  no  illtlerence  to  the 
performance  of  his  duties;  so  he  ducked  as  he 
felt  inclined,  and  then  laughed  at  his  nerves 
for  the  tricks  thev  were  allowing  the  shells  to 
j^lay  on  them.  But,  knowing  his  companion's 
more  sensitive  nature  and  temperamental  wcak- 
ncss.  he  was  immensely  itnpressed  in  his  stiff 
neck  :\nA  proudlv  erect  head.  Me  showed  a 
self-control  which  only  centuries  of  breed'ng 
could   give.      1  lere  was   a   hero  indeed.      '1  he 
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shells  he  was  defying  were  as  nothing  to  the 
fears  which  haunted  his  imaginative  nature  ami 
which,  with  his  back,  to  the  wall  of  his  family 
traditions,  he  n,  .is  fighting  and  keeping  at  bay. 

My  friend  could  not  refrain  from  compli- 
menting him  on  resisting  the  natural  tendency 
to  duck  the  head  when  a  shell  screamed  above 
them. 

"Eton  boys  never  duck,"  replied  the  young 
aristocrat. 

He  was  an  Tton  boy  and  would  die  rather 
than  fall  short  of  the  Iiton  standard.  In  this 
war  hund-eds  of  them  have  died  rather  than 
save  theiiiselves  by  something  which  did  not 
measure  up  to  the  ^ton  standard.  The  ranks 
of  young  British  ai  ocrats  ha\e  been  terrihlv 
thinned  in  this  war  and  I  have  heard  their 
deeds  spoken  ot  with  a  reverence  such  as  is 
only  given  to  le;j,en  .ry  heroes.  They  have 
gone  sauntering  over  the  cratei -fields  to  their 
deaths  with  the  same  self-mastery  and  outward 
calm  which  the  French  aristocracy  manifested 
as  thev  mountcil  the  steps  of  the  guillotine  in 
the  Reign  of  Terror.  To  their  own  j)crsonal 
courage  was  adiled  the  courage  of  their  race, 
and  tlie  accumulation  of  the  centuries. 

We  sjicak  of  our  new  armies.  '!  here  can  be 
no  "new"  armies  of  Britons.  i  he  tratlition 
of   our   newest   army  goes  back  to    Boadicea. 


i  -^^'         •  •  i-: [ ( .11  JJcA  >  Never  Duck : " ' 

Its  iojcrunruTs,  without  shields  or  armor,  and 
ahnost  u-:  ,  wc.ipons,  dared  the  Rcnians— 
the  prnuc  -iKjiicrors  of  the  uorJii — to  battle; 
and  gave  them  the  huigest  odds  warriors  ever 
gave.  1  hey  knew  they  eould  n(;t  win  hut  they 
knew  they  eouM  ihe  Dead  warrior,  they 
might  become  but  never  living  slave..  i  hey 
ran  up  Boadicea's  prouil  banner  because  tliey 
knew  that  while  the  Romans  might  soak  it  in 
British  blood,  no  power  on  earth  could  drag 
it  througii  the  mire. 

Our  forefathers  cros^,ed  swords  with  Ca-sar 
and  his   Roman  legions,  and  our  newest  army 
goes  into  liattle  with  the  prestige  born  of  two 
thousami   years  of  war.       TlKy  ha\  e  a  morale 
that    belongs    to    the    race    in    adiiition    to    the 
morale  they  possess  as  indixiijuals.      It  is  said 
tliat  "the    B'-itish   do  not   know  wlien   they   are 
beaten."     How  should  they  know?     'I'iiey  ha\e 
liad  no  teachers.     All  they  know  is  that  if  they 
ha\e   not   gained   the   \ictory   the   battle    i>   not 
ended   ;;nd    must   go   on    until    they    nitvh    (heir 
tents    on    the    undisfuited    held.      'Jhe    derman 
Fmpcn.r    spreads    out    his    War    Map    but    it 
is   as   undecipherable   as  the   mountains   in   the 
moon    to    (Hir    soldiers.       lyrants    have    never 
found  them  apt  scholars  at  geography.     They 
prefer  to  make   their  own   maps  even   though 
they  have  no  paint  to  color  them  with  except 
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the  red  blood  in  their  veins.  7'hc  Kaiser  may 
roll  up  his  War  Map  ot  Europe;  our  soldiers 
have  no  use  tor  ic,  and  will  not  commit  to 
memory  its  new  boundaries.  They  feel  in  their 
souls  the  capacity  to  make  a  new  one  more  in 
line  with  their  ideas  of  fair  play. 

"Fton  boys  never  duck."  If  the  muscles  of 
their  necks  show  a  temlency  to  relax  they  call 
to  mind  how  inflexible  their  fathers  have  stood 
In  bygone  days,  and  their  necks  become  stiff 
and  taut  once  more.  Wellini^ton  saitl  that 
Waterloo  \\as  won  on  the  playing  fields  of 
Fton.  If  is  still  true  that  "I'ton  boys  never 
duck"  to  the  foe;  nor  du  the  soldiers  they  lead. 


XI 


"MISSING" 


TIIF.  word  "Mi?"=inir"  has  come  to  exer- 
cise an  c\en  innrc  ternhle  [io\vcr  over 
tlie  human  hi.art  tli.in  tlic  word  "Death." 
The  latter  kills  the  heart's  joy  and  hf)pe  with 
a  sharp  clean  cut,  hut  "Missing"  is  a  clumsy 
stroke  from  the  executioner's  axe.  In  a  few 
cases  the  wounded  \ictim  is  spared  and  allowed 
to  rcco\er,  hut  in  the  majority  of  cases  there 
is  no  rcprie\e  and  a  second  blow  is  struck  after 
a  period  of  suspense  and  sutterinp.  .\  chaplain 
dreads  the  wortl.  As  he  «ipens  his  corre- 
spondence after  a  hattle,  it  Ir-.es  him  as  the 
flittering  eye  (if  the  .Ancient  Mariner  fastened 
the  wedding  guest.  Ir  leaps  from  the  page 
at  him  with  the  m;digtiant  suiidenness  of  a 
serpent.  Wounds  and  death  he  can  e\|ilain  to 
relatives,  hut  "missing"  is  heyonil  explanation. 
No  one  who  has  not  been  at  the  I'ront  can 
conceive  how  a  lad  can  ilisappear  antl  no  one 
see  what  i^eiomes  him.  .\  man  may  read 
graphic  accounts  of  conditions  of  life  in  the 
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battlo-linc,  but  it  is  bcyontl  his  imagination  to 
visuali/,c  it  with  any  real  approach  to  truth. 
After  the  first  ilay  of  tlic  Soninic  Campaign 
wc  hati  huiulrcJs  of  casualties  anj  niobt  ot 
them  \\ere  classcil  as  "Missin;.;."'  i  lie  '^(ll^!:ers 
went  "(ner  the  top"  :i!ul  ilit!  not  return,  aiui 
no  one  knew  why.  They  were  simply  "miss- 
ing." Why  tli>^i  nt)  one  know  their  tate?  (t 
came  about  in  tliis  way.  I  he  men  scramble',] 
over  the  parapet  and,  formiiu;  m  line,  charged 
across  No  Man's  Land  in  extended  order. 
Some  fell  im;iicdiatel\ .  I  he  wnuiu'.eii  among 
them  got  back  to  the  dressing  station,  and  tlie 
bodies  of  the  d.'ad  were  found  within  a  tew 
days,  at  least.  So  far,  there  are  r^o  "Missing." 
The  rest  of  tlie  men  press  on,  ^ome  talhng 
nt  cverv  <itep:  the  line  thins,  and  the  men  get 
separated.  When  a  man  lulls  his  neiglibor 
cannot  stay  with  him.  lie  must  press  on  to  the 
objective,  otherwise,  if  the  unwounded  stayed 
to  succor  the  wounded,  there  v.duld  be  none 
to  continue  th,  attack;  ami  under  the  hail  o! 
hells  and  bullets  sweeping  the  open  ground, 
everyone  would  perish.  The  only  way  to  sue 
cor  the  woundeil  is  to  prcs,  on,  cajnure  the 
enemy  trench,  and  stop  the  rille  and  machine- 
gun  fire.  Consci]Uentlv.  the  man  who  iirc-,>es 
on  does  not,  as  a  rule,  know  v.hether  his  com- 
rade  fell  dead,  was  woundetl.   or  merely  took 
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cover  in  a  shell  hole.  And  even  though  he 
were  to  know,  he  may  be  killed  himself  later, 
and  his  knowledge  die  with  him. 

Il  the  attaek  succeeds  and  the  Ciermjn  trench 
is  held  by  us.  Ncj  Man's  I, and  ^an  be 
searched.  ihe  wounded  and  dead  are  found, 
and  but  few  are  reported  "missing."  But  if 
the  attack  I  ail.  and  the  regiment  has  to  retire 
to  its  own  line,  it  becomes  imi^ossilile  for  us 
to  search  that  part  of  No  .Man's  Land,  aci- 
joining  the  ^ierman  trench  (for  there  is  rarely 
any  truce  after  a  battle  in  this  war),  and  so, 
it  is  impossible  to  find  out  whether  those  who 
have  tailed  to  return  were  killed,  wounded,  or 
taken  prisoners.  I  he  comrades  who  saw  them 
fall  are  [irobably  kiiletl,  for  the  return  is  as 
fatal  as  the  attack.  If  thev  come  back  wounded 
they  are  taken  straight  to  t!ie  hosjiitals  and  so 
have  no  chance  of  reporting  to  their  officers 
the  fate  of  those  whom  they  saw  fall.  Only 
the  unwoundeii  return  to  the  regiment  and.  in 
a  lost  bi'.ttle.  these  are  few  and  know  but  little 
ot  what  hajijiened  to  those  around  them.  I'hcy 
were  excited  ani.1  were  lighting  tor  their  lives. 
1  hey  had  no  leisure  to  observe  t!ie  fate  of 
others. 

'•)n  one  occasion  our  men  toi'!.  some  (ierman 
trenehes  opposite  them  and  lield  them  for 
s-ome   hours   b\    desperate   lighting,   but   before 
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dusk  had  to  retire.  Many  were  left  dead  or 
wounded  in  the  captured  trenches,  and  many 
fell  on  the  return  journey.  The  few  who  got 
back  to  us  unwounded  could  j^ive  \-ery  httlc 
inlormation  about  indiviihials  who  were  miss- 
ing. They  had  been  separated  one  from  an- 
other and  fighting  liour  after  hour  with  des- 
peration. All  tiierefore  who  did  not  return 
to  the  regiment  or  dressing  station,  and  whose 
bodies  were  not  reco\-cred,  were  reported  as 
"Missing"  unless  declared  dead  by  reliable 
eye-witnesses.  The  e\  idenee  of  eye-witnesses 
must  be  carefully  examined  before  a  regiment 
dare  report  a  soldier  tlead  on  tlie  strength  of 
!..  During  an  attack  a  man  is  in  an  abnormal 
state  ol  exciteinent  and  the  obser\ations  of 
his  senses  are  not  entirely  reliable.  Men 
imagine  they  see  things,  and  frequently  make 
mistakes  in  identity.  I  have  known  many  cases 
in  which  a  man  has  sworn  that  he  saw  another 
being  carried  to  tlie  dressing  station,  yet  the 
missing  iTian's  body  has  afterwards  been  found 
near  the  derman  lines.  The  eye-witness 
simply  mistook  one  man  for  another.  No  end 
of  pain  to  relatives  has  been  caused  by  these 
mistakes  and  a  regiment  rightly  declines  on 
such  evidence  to  report  a   soldier  as  killed. 

Some  weeks  after  the  attack  just  referred  to, 
we    received  letters   from   some  of   the  officers 
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and  men  who  had  been  taken  prisoners;  in- 
formation about  others  came  through  I  lie 
Geneva  Red  Cross  Society.  i  ho>e  oi  v/hcm 
\vc  heard  nothing;  for  six  months  we  knew  to 
lie.  in  ;dl  probabiiity,  dead.  Nine  mtjnths  later, 
the  (lermans  retired  from  tb.e  position,  and 
many  of  our  dead  \\ere  found  ^till  !;iinp[  out 
in  No  Man's  I.and.  Some  were  identified. 
Others  could  not  be,  their  discs  [ia\in^  per- 
ished bv  rea-cn  of  the  lonix  expo-ure.  Many 
of  the  dead  hatl  been  left  in  the  German 
trenches.  These  had  been  buried  by  the  enemy 
and  he  had  left  no  crosses  to  mark  the  graves. 
Alter  more  than  a  year  there  is  no  direct 
evidence  of  the  death  of  many  v.ho  fought 
on  that  day.  Jhey  arc  "xMissing,'"  and  we  can 
only  conclude  that  they  v.ere  killed. 

In  other  cases,  men  are  reported  missing  for 
several  weeks,  and  then  reported  dead.  A 
typical  case  may  be  citeil  to  show  how  it  comes 
about.  We  attacked  one  mornini;  at  dawn. 
ihe  cncmv  were  on  the  run,  and  in  a  state  of 
exhaustion.  An  immediate  attack  would,  it 
was  belic\X'd,  carry  the  position  witliout  much 
loss  of  life,  even  thouidi  our  big  guns  had  not 
had  time  to  come  up  in  support.  Unfortunately 
the  Germans  were,  unknown  to  us.  reint^rced 
during  the  night,  'f'heir  new  troops  met  our 
nien  with  a  hall  of  riile  and  machine-gun  fire, 
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and  the  rc;j;imcMr  was  ordered  to  retire. 
Several  failed  to  reUirn.  We  knew  that  some 
oi  the  men  had  been  forced  to  surrender, 
especially  the  wounded.  Ot!'  -s  had  been 
killed.  i  ho>e  who  returned  ur.  .vounvled  were 
not  able.  h(nve\er.  to  ^i\e  us  the  najiies  o? 
those  who  had  been  killed  or  of  those  w!io  hrd 
been  taken  prisoners.  Tlie  attack  had  bejn 
made  in  the  half-li^ht  of  dawn  so  that  our  men 
could  not  be  seen  distinctly.  They  had  a'so 
advanced  in  extended  order  so  as  to  a\o.d 
making  themveKes  an  easy  tarjjjet.  I  he  half- 
li^ht  and  the  distance  of  one  man  from  another 
made  it  diflicult.  tb.erefore,  for  anyone  to  see 
either  who  fell  or  why  they  fell.  Most  ol 
those  who  were  killed  or  taken  prisoners  were 
therefore    reported    as    "missinp;." 

A  few  days  later  the  whole  I^iv'ision  was 
mo\cd  t(j  another  part  ot  the  1  ront.  A  tresh 
regiment  took  our  f^lacc,  and,  a  tew  weeks 
later,  with  adequate  artillery  support,  carried 
the  (ierman  trenches.  After  the  battle,  burial 
parties  were  sent  our  b\-  the  regiment  to  bur\- 
both  its  own  tlead  and  ours  who  had  been  left 
in  the  German  half  of  No  Man's  Land. 
F.ach  ^rave  was  marked  with  the  soldier's 
name,  and  his  disc  and  p'riyC'Owi-;  were  sent  to 
our  regiment  as  prcjof  ot  his  lieath.  1  he  W  ar 
Otlice  was  then  inforiTied  that  such  and  such  a 
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man   "previously   reported  missing,   is  now   re- 
ported killed." 

i  here  are,  however,  cases  of  niissinj,'  rrien 
which  cannot  he  explained.  The  facts  never 
come  to  lijrht,  and  wc  can  only  guess  what  hap- 
pened. 'Jhey  may  have  heen  huried  by  the 
enemy,  or  they  may  have  been  buried  in  the 
dark  by  some  regimental  burial  party  which 
could  not  lind  their  discs.  'I'hey  may  even  have 
been  buried  by  a  shell  or  blown  to  fragments 
by  a  direct  hit.      We  have  no  evidenced 

After  the  attack  on  Gommecourt  a  youth   I 

knew  had  his  wound  dressed  at  the  Regimental 

•Aid  post  and  was  seen,  by  more  than  one  of 

his    chums,    passing    down    the    communication 

trench  to  the  Advanced  Dressing  Station  where 

I  happened  to  be.     Yet  he  never  arrived,  slight 

though  his  wound  was.     It  was  impossible  for 

him  to  have  got  lost.     Mis  brother  and  I  made 

every  possible  enquiry  about  him,  but  nothing 

ever  came  to  li^'hr.   and  we  both  came  to  the 

conclusion   that   on    his   way   down    the   trench 

he   had   been   buried   by   a   shell.      In   another 

CISC  an  officer  was  wounded  and  four  stretcher 

bearers  went  out  to  bring  him  in.     None  were 

ever  seen  again,  and  later,  when  we  came  into 

possession    of   the   ground,    the   body   oi    none 

of  them  were  found.     It  was  scarcely  possible 

for   them   to   have   been  taken   prisoners,    and 


Ml.S.slllL' 


137 


tl  /  were  never  reported  as  having  been  cap- 
tured. We  concluded,  therefore,  that  a  shell 
had  both  killed  and  buried  them. 

One  day  a  riHeman  reported  sick  to  the 
Doctor  and  was  sent  down  the  line  to  the 
Dressing  Station  whence  he  would  be  sent  on 
to  a  Rest  Camp.  He  was  not  seriously  ill, 
and  needed  no  escort.  It  was  impossible  for 
him  to  have  wandered  into  the  (ierman  lines, 
yet  he  nevt  r  reported  at  the  Dressing  Station 
or  anywhere  else.  Loss  of  memory  is  very 
rare,  but  even  if  that  had  happened  to  him, 
he  could  not  ha\e  wandered  about  behind  our 
lines  without  being  found  and  arrested.  No 
report  of  his  burial  e\er  reached  us  and  wc 
v.ere  led  to  the  conclusion  that  he  was  killed 
by  a  shell  on  the  way  down,  and  in  such  a  way 
that  all  means  of  identification  were  lost.  In 
another  case  a  private,  wounded  in  the  arm, 
was  sent  down  the  line  in  company  with  a 
party  of  stretcher  bearers  who  were  carrying 
a  "lying  case."  Kvidently  he  got  separated 
from  them  in  the  dark,  and  was  hit  by  a  shell, 
for  he  never  reached  any  dressing  station,  and 
his  fate  was  ne\cr  known. 

Conditions  at  the  front  are  such  that  these 
mysterious  disappearances  must  inevitably  oc- 
cur. Every  possible  arrangement  which  cir- 
cumstances will  allow  is  made  to  prevent  them; 
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Init  they  cannot  he  ai-f);.^cthcT  eliminated. 
People  at  home  may  sometimes  think  tliat  more 
mi^ht  ha\e  been  done.  .  iit  it  is  because  they 
ha\  e  no  C(-nception  of  t!ie  am.i/in;r  conditions 
utuier  which  the  war  is  carried  on.  I'\ery 
otiicer  and  private  i-;nous  that  he  may  di^^ap- 
pcar  v.iihout  lea\ini^  a  trace.  That  beinu:  so, 
tl)e\-,  if  oidy  frf)m  common  jiriitience  and  the 
instinct  o*  self-preser\ation,  combine  to  rechice 
the  thinner  to  its  hiuest  limits:  l.ur,  \v!i.n  all 
has  been  done,  war  is  war:  and  nothing  can 
rob  it  of  its  horrors. 

l"vcry  day,  officers  and  men  die  in  trvinp;  to 
save  their  comrades,  and  nothint^  coubd  'he  more 
unjust  than  to  bhime  those  who  :ur\i\e  for 
not  haxintj;  done  more  to  prevent  otiiers  froin 
hchv^  h)st;  for  those  who  are  stir\  ivint:.  to-day, 
may  becoiTie  missing  to-morrow,  ant!  le::\e  no 
trace  behiiivl.  Officers  ha\e  sometimes  shown 
me  letters  from  poor  distracted  rehitives  which 
could  ne\er  ha\e  betri  written  if  thev  could 
ha\e  ima-'jued  the  deailly  peril  in  which  the 
officers  stooii  and  the  manifoKl  ilistractions 
that  Wore  them  dowti.  Sonietimes  an  officer's 
letter  is  short  and  buslne  >s-like  in  nplv  to  :in 
cmiuirv,  b.it  it  nnist  I>c  remembered  that  his 
first  dutv  is  to  the  living.  1  le  must  hoKI  the 
line  and  save  his  men;  aiui  he  has,  despite  the 
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tragedy  of  his  position,  to  answer  not  one  en- 
quiry Init  scores.  And  bclorc  he  lias  finished 
answering  all  the  ent|ulries,  his  own  parents, 
perhaps,  will  be  niakin;^  enquiries  about  his 
own  fate.  Our  otlicers  are  tb.e  bravest  and 
kindest-heartetl  men  that  ever  had  the  lives  of 
others  in  their  keeping;  and  wlu  n  the  chaplain 
asks  them  for  details  about  any  missin^r  or  slain 
soldier,  they  v.ill  j^o  to  endless  trouble  lor  him. 
I'hey  know  what  their  own  tie;ith  will  mean 
to  their  parents;  and  tlie  knov.led.t;e  makes  their 
hearts  go  out  in  sympathy  to  the  parents  of 
their  men,  and  it  makes  them  do  all  that  is 
possible  to  pre\ent  li\es  heinjj;  lost. 

When  Moses  died  no  man  knew  the  place 
(if  his  burial.  It  has  not  been  found  to  tliis 
day.  We  know  nothinj;  of  his  last  thoughts 
or  of  the  manner  of  his  de:ith.  I  li'^  end  is  a 
perfect  mvsterv.  But  we  know  tiiat  Ik  died  in 
thi'  presence  of  (io(l;  that  (lod  strengthened 
him  in  the  ilread  hour;  and  that  with  I  lis  own 
finger'^  He  closed  the  lids  over  the  prophet's 
brave,  tender  eves.  Cuul  buried  Moses  in  a 
grave  dug  by  I  lis  own  hands  ami  1  le  uill  know- 
where  to  find  the  poor  worn-oui  bndv  of  the 
great  patriot  at  the  resurrection  of  the  just. 
.'\nd  (iod  was  with  e\ery  one  of  our  missing 
lads  to  the  last,  and  1  le  knows  the  narrow  bed 
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in  which  each  lies  sleeping.  The  grave  may 
have  no  cross  above  it,  but  it  will  often  know 
the  tread  of  an  angel's  feet  as  he  comes  to 
plant  poppies,  primroses  and  daffodils  above 
the  resting-place  of  the  brave. 
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THE  Psalmist  nf  Israel  tells  us  that  God 
has  "ordained"  t'  •  moon  and  the  stars. 
Ihese  "flaming  fires"  are  "ministers  of 
His  that  do  His  pleasure."  Nor  are  they 
the  only  ones  chosen  from  Nature.  Mungo 
Park,  having;  laid  tlown  in  the  desert  to  die, 
notices  beside  him  a  tiny  flow  er,  and  it  awakens 
hope  in  him.  Ihe  umter  of  his  despair  is 
ended.  He  rises  again,  and  pushes  on  until 
he  finds  a  human  habitation  where  he  is  cared 
for  by  native  wometi  as  though  he  \\ere  their 
brother.  Ihe  little  flower  had  been  "or- 
dained '  to  mmi^ter  hr.pc  to  a  lo.st  and  despair- 
ing traveler. 

At  the  1  ront  such  ministering  Iiy  Nature  is 
of  common  occurrence.  No  M,in\  I. anil  is 
ilesolate  enough  to  look  ufion.  but  there  is  life 
there,  .uul  music.  I, arks  have  chosen  it  for 
their  nests,  .iiu!  amiil  it>  desolation  they  I'ear 
their  )oung.     J:ven  the  pheasants  have  taken 

ill 


14 


c> 


II  Must  Be  Suiidav" 


to  some  parts  of  it.  If  wc  couKl  hut  know 
tb.c  tiiou_u;hts  of  tiic  v,<iiindc\i  who  iuuc  lain 
'•Lit  there  wiiitin;^  lor  tii.\ith.  wc  s!i()u!J  linj 
that  th.c  moon  an.l  the  stai-.^.  t!ic  bircis  and  the 
hthl  i!!uc,  h:ul  n.;t  ailuwea  iIkiji  che  wirhout 
some  colli lortmii  '>'  t''c  spirit. 

(hie  Sunday  mir  regiment  was  rcstlnj^  in  rc- 
ser\e  trenches  alter  a  piTiml  in  the  lirin^  lino. 
Ir  .\as  a  Iieautittil  evenin:^^^  ana  as  the  sun 
sank.  \vest\v:!!-il  I  achninistercii  the  Sacrament 
of  the  Lord's  Snpp.-r.  1  he  day  was  far  ^peiit 
but,  as  the  bread  wa-;  l')r<.I;en,  tiiere  came  to 
us  a  \"isi(Mi  of  the  1  ;  ce  wliich  t!ie  tw*  disciples 
saw  on  atiother  suui  exeniii.^  in  the  f;ir  off 
village  of  I''niinaiis.  (  )n  the  way  ba  k  to  my 
biHet  I  me!  a  pl.ttoon  ot  Royal  lji;.,i!ieirs  re- 
turning I  rom  tlie  h,:th,>,.  <  )ne  (.f  tiiem  had 
I'cen  a  memlici'  ot  i/iy  churcli  in  London,  and 
he  dropi'cd  out  to  talk  with  me.  ih(';e  who 
have  not  bien  in  tlie  LxpLvlition.iry  I nrce  can 
liardly  umierstand  th^  ple;i^urc  a  man  feels 
wlien  he  meets  somci.;  e  he  knew  in  the  days  of 
{leace,  or  e\  en  someone  who  knows  the  street 
or  town  out  ol  which  he  came.  1  \v  was  full 
of  talk,  and  as  I  listened  liis  excitcmeiU  and 
pleasure   bubbled   o\  er   like   a    spriiiL^. 

"I  ;tst  nif.^ht,"  he  aid,  "was  the  nitjl-.t  of 
my  !de.  i  iu\er  e\peeteil  to  see  d  tyliyht 
again.      I'alk  about  .i  'ti^ht  corner,'  tliere  was 
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never  one  to  match  it.  and  as  you  know,  my 
chums  and  I  ha\e  been  In  many.  I'hc  Huns 
siiTipIy  plastered  us  with  shells.  The  bom- 
bardiTient  was  terrilic.  It  was  like  bcin<f  in  a 
hailstorm  and  we  expected  every  moment  to  be 
our  last. 

"^  ou  know  the  trench  t\  hich  the  infantry 
took  yesterday?  Well,  v.e  were  there.  We 
went  up  at  dark  to  fix  barbed  wire  in  front  of 
it  reativ  tor  the  counter-attack.  We  were  out 
in  No  Mill's  Land  for  about  tuo  hours,  work- 
infT  as  swittly  and  silently  as  we  could.  When- 
ever the  enemy  sent  his  li.!.^hts  up,  we  laid  down, 
and  so  far  we  had  escaped  notice  and  were 
conj^ratulating  oursehcs  that  the  work  was 
nearly  done,  and  that  our  skins  were  still 
whole.  1  hen,  sotnehow,  the  (icrmans  spotted 
us,  and  let  tiy.  It  was  like  hell  let  loose.  W^e 
ran  to  the  trench  for  shelter,  but  it  seemed  as 
if  nothini;  could  sa\e  us  from  such  a  delude 
of  shells.  It  was  just  like  beinjj;  naked  in  a 
dri\  in<f  snow-storm.  We  f>'lt  as  if  there  was 
no  trench  at  all,  ami  as  it  the  gunners  could 
see  us  in  the  dark.  .After  th.it  experience  I 
can  pity  a  hare  with  a  pack  of  hounds  alter 
it.  But  we  just  sat  tiLjht  with  such  cover  as 
wc  had  and  matle  the  best  ot  it.  I  hi-re  was 
nothing  else  to  do.  if  ve  were  t;)  be  killed, 
\vc  should  be  killed.     Nothing  tliat  we  could 
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do  would  have  made  any  difference.  ^'ct, 
though  there  didn't  seem  shelter  for  even  a 
mouse,  only  one  of  us  was  hit,  and  that  was 
the  sergeant.  He  was  rather  badly  'done  in,' 
and  we  could  only  save  his  life  by  getting  him 
quickly  to  the  dressing  station. 

"I  am  one  of  the  taller  and  stronger  men 
of  my  platoon  so,  of  course,  I  volunteered  as 
a  stretcher-bearer.  There  was  no  communica- 
tion trench,  so  we  had  no  ch')ice  but  to  lift 
him  up  and  make  a  dash  across  the  open. 
'J  hey  were  shelling  us  like  blazes,  but  we  dare 
not  delay  because,  if  we  were  overtaken  by 
daylight,  it  would  be  impossible  to  get  him 
away  till  the  next  night,  and  by  that  time  he 
would  be  dead.  So  we  decided  to  try  our  luck. 
We  had  just  lifted  him  up  when  a  shell  burst 
right  on  top  of  us,  and  knocked  us  all  down, 
lor  a  minute  or  two  I  was  unconscious,  and 
when  I  came  round  I  thought  I  must  surely 
be  wounded,  so  I  ran  my  fingers  over  my  body 
but  found  neither  blooil  nor  a  rent  in  my 
clothes.  I  was  cmercd  with  chalk  but  that 
didn't  matter.  l"\ce[it  for  a  touch  of  concus- 
sion in  the  brain  I  was  none  the  worse,  and 
soon  pulled  myself  together.  Tlie  sergeant 
was  a  sight!  He  was  half-buried,  and  we 
could  scarce  slc  him  for  chalk;  but  vrc  tlug 
him  out  and  got  him  on  th;  stretcher  again. 
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After  that  \vc  sat  down  in  the  bottom  of  the 
trench  till  the  eliect  of  the  shock  had  worn 
oh  a  bit,  for  we  all  felt  like  rats  that  had  been 
shaken  by  a  terrier. 

"I'hen,  as  sudtienlv  as  it  had  started,  the 
shelling  stopped.  The  calin  that  followed  was 
wonderful.  1  never  felt  anything  so  re'-tlul  he- 
fore.  It  was  like  the  delicious  restfulness  that, 
sometimes,  immediately  follows  hours  of  te\er. 
7'hcn,  as  if  to  make  it  perfect,  a  lark  rose  out 
of  No  Man's  Land  and  began  to  sing.  I  he 
eifcct  on  us  was  magical.  It  was  the  sweetest 
mu'^ic  I  ha\c  e\er  heard,  and  I  shall  remember 
it  to  my  dying  day.  The  countryside  was  dark 
and  silent,  and,  as  I  listened  to  the  lark,  old 
(.lays  came  back  tf)  mind.  Vou  remember  that 
Saturday  midnight  in  the  June  before  the  war 
when  vou  took  us  into  lapping  lorest  to  see 
rhe  dawn  break  over  it?  Well,  as  I  listened 
to  the  lark,  I  was  back  there  in  the  forest. 
Tlien  some  impulse  seized  me  and.  hardly 
knowing  what  I  did,  I  cried  aloud.  'W'hv  bless 
me,  it  mu.-.t  be  Sunday,'  and  so  it  w  >,  although 
I  had  forgotten. 

"Then  we  jumped  up  for  we  saw  that  the 
dawn  was  breaking  and,  lifting  the  sergeant 
out  of  tlie  trench,  we  rushed  across  the  open 
ground  in  the  direction  of  the  dressing  station. 
Talk  about  'feeling  protected!'     Why,   I   felt 
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that  Cod  was  all  around  .  —that  no  harm 
could  touch  us.  A  great  caim  stole  over  me, 
and  I  felt  utterly  devoid  of  fear.  Wc  had, 
as  you  kn(nv,  to  bring  the  sergeant  some  two 
miles  to  the  dressing  station,  just  down  th  ' 
road  there,  but  we  got  him  safely  in,  and  I 
think  he  will  get  better." 

While  we  were  talking,  a  shell  burst  near 
the  trench  where  my  men  had  been  taking  of 
the  Sacrament,  and  another  hurst  by  the  road- 
side close  to  the  Engineers.  With  a  laugh 
and  a  hearty  "( iood-night"  he  shook  hands, 
saluted,  ami  ran  on  to  rejoin  his  comrades. 
1  he  shells  were  part  of  the  game.  In  London 
we  had  been  In  the  same  football  team.  He 
had  kept  goal  and  1  had  played  full  back,  and 
he  regarded  the  shells  that  had  fallen  as  bad 
shots  at  goal  made  by  the  opposing  team. 
1  hey  m;ght  have  been  serious  but,  as  it  hap- 
pened, the  ball  hud  each  time  gone  out  of 
play. 

I  waited  a  minute  or  two  in  the  hope  of 
getting  a  lift.  .\  motor  car  came  along;  I 
stoppeil  it  and  got  in;  for  at  the  I-"ront  every- 
thing  is  (Government  [iroperty  and  more  or 
less  at  one's  service.  I  found  myself  sitting 
by  the  side  of  a  •private,  who  had  been  wountled 
In  the  face  and  right  hand  by  the  shell  that 
had  just  fallen  near  the  platoon  of  Engineers. 
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He  had  left  his  horse  with  a  comrade,  and 
was  beinp;  dri\cn  to  the  Advanced  Dressing 
Station  by  a  ilri\cr  wfio.  happening  to  pass  at 
the  moment,  had  kindly  ottered  him  a  lift. 
After  a  httlc   wait   at  the   Dressinj;   Station   1 


got  on 


the  f 


ront  of  an  ambiuance  car. 


Th 


ere 


were  onl>-  two  cases  insKie,  an 


dth 


ey  were  being 


taken  to  the  Main  Dressing  Station  in  .\rras. 
One  of  them  had  his  feet  and  arms  tied  to 
the  stretcher,  for  he  was  suffering  from  shell- 
shock;  v.nd  three  orderlies  were  in  charge  of 
him.  I  he  poor  fellow  laughed  and  cried  rd- 
ternatelv  and  struggled  to  break  loose.     "I'm 


B 


ritish   soklier 


Idi 


le   criec 


'and    I   will   )if)t 


Ve  tied  up. 


I 


\e  done  mv  hit.   anc 


d  this  is  the 
wav  you  pay  mc  out.  I'll  not  ha\e  it."  And 
time  and  again  he  struggled  desperately  to 
break 


I  way, 


J  he  orderlies  in  charge  of  hiin  were  wise  and 
tactful  as  women.  I'hey  asked  h.rn  questions 
r.bout  the  fight,  and  he  fought  his  battle  over 
again.  They  praiseii  his  regiment  and  tokl  him 
it  had  done  magnificently,  and  he  laughed  and 
chuckled  like  a  young  mother,  dangling  her 
fi-st  babv  on  her  knee.     .And  so,  without  mis- 


hap,   we    reached    the    rir'cd    t 


own    o 


f   A 

the    f( 


rras 


where  nightly  the  shells  fall  among  tHe  tor- 
saken  houses  in  which  our  soldiers  are  billeted. 
The  wounded  nrivate  was  carried  into  the  hos- 
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pital,  and  I  walked  away  to  my  room  in  an 
adjoining  street. 

So  ended  the  day  which,  in  the  hour  of 
dawn,  the  dark  had  told  the  young  engineer 
"must  be  Sunday." 


XIII 
OUR  TOMMIES  NEVER  FAIL  US 


ON  Easter  Monday,  in  the  Battle  of 
Arras,  f  saw  two  sights  such  as  I  shall 
never  forget.  One  revealed  the  kind 
and  forgiving  spirit  of  our  n-  n,  the  other  their 
unHinching  courage.  After  burying  three  non- 
commissioned officers  who  had  been  killed  the 
day  before,  I  reached  the  Advanced  Dressing 
Station  near  which  our  regiment  was  "standing 
to"  in  a  support  trench.  Other  regiments  of 
our  Division  were  carrying  out  the  attack  and, 
with  small  loss,  had  taken  the  enemy  lines. 
The  German  trenches  had  been  blotted  out  by 
our  shells  but  their  deep  dug-outs,  with 
machine-guns  at  their  mouths,  remained  un- 
touched, and  it  was  almost  impossible  for  our 
soldiers  to  discover  them  until  they  got  within 
a  few  yards  of  the  entrances. 

'I  he  German  commander's  idea  was  to  keep 
his  men  in  the  shelter  of  the  dug-outs  until 
our  barrage  lifted.  They  were  then  to  rush 
out  with  machine-guns  and  rifles  to  destroy  our 
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men  who  were  following  it  up.  If  the  idea 
had  been  carried  out,  the  German  line  would 
have  heen  impregnable  for  our  men  would 
have  been  mown  down  like  corn  before  the 
reaper.  It  failed  because  German  human 
nature  could  not  rise  to  the  occasion.  The 
German  soldiers  had  been  demoralized  by  the 
safety  of  tlie  dug-outs  and  by  the  thunder  of 
our  shells  above  them.  I'hey  cowered  'n  the 
dug-outs  when  they  should  have  rushed  out. 
'I  he  critical  moment  passed,  and  with  its  pass- 
ing our  soldiers  leapt  to  the  entrances  and 
threw  down  hand  grenad.s.  There  was  a  wild 
cry  of  pain  and  fear  from  below.  Arms  went 
up  and  the  cry  of  "Kamerad."  The  sur- 
render  was  accepted  and  the  beaten  soldic 
crawled  out.  Ircm  some  dug-outs  as  many  as 
two  hundred  prisoners  were  tnken.  In  other 
parts  of  the  line  there  was  a  stiff  fight,  but,  on 
the  whole,  our  casualties  were  very  light. 
From  my  own  observation  I  should  say  that 
we  took  more  prisoners  than  we  suffered  casual- 
ties. Some  cot  panics  could  boast  a  prisoner 
for  each  man  engaged  in  the  attack. 

I  he  Aihanced  Dressing  Station  was  at  the 
corner  of  Cr(«ss  Roails  and  the  sight  around 
it  was  wonderful  to  behold.  A  crowd  of 
prisoners  was  assembling  ready  to  be  marched 
to   the  cages,   and   wounded  officers  and  men, 
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British  and  German,  were  being  bandaged. 
The  prisoners  were  hungry.  lor  some  days 
our  artillery  had  cut  oH  their  rations.  .A 
platoon  of  our  soldiers  came  marching  by,  and, 
to  save  time,  eating  their  breakfasts  as  they 
passed  along.  'I"he  prisoners  looked  at  them 
u.th  hungry  eyes.  Our  men  saw  the  look  and 
stopped.  Breaking  rank  for  a  moment  they 
passed  in  and  out  among  the  prisoners  and 
shared  out  their  rations.  "Here.  I'rit/v,  old 
boy,  take  this,"  I  heard  all  around  me,  and 
I  r!t7  did  not  need  asking  twice.  lie  took  the 
biscuits  and  cheese  gratefully  and  eagerly. 
The  look  of  trouble  passed  out  of  his  eves  and 
he  felt  that  he  had  found  friends  where  he 
had  only  expected  to  find  enemies.  lie  began 
to  hope  for  kindness  in  his  captivity.  The 
.scene  w.-is  one  of  pure  goodwill. 

Scarcely  ever  ha\e  I  seen  a  crowd  so  happy. 
Our  Tommies  laughed  and  cracked  jokes  which 
no  German  could  understand,  but  I  heard  not 
a  single  taunt  or  bitter  word.  In  fact,  I>it7. 
was  treated  more  like  a  pet  than  a  prisoner. 
One  who  had  worked  in  London,  and  who 
'poke  English,  nskcd  me  for  i  cup  of  tea  for 
a  comrade  who  was  slightly  wounded,  and  I 
got  one  in  *Vc  dressing  station.  The  platoon 
of  Tomm  ^  re-formed  and  marched  away  to 
the  battle   and  the   prisoners  were  led   off   to 
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the  c:i^fs.  I  hcTc  wctc  still  lar<fc  numbers  of 
prisoners  on  the  roiul,  and  they  were  r?ioving 
ahout  without  ;;uardb,.  Many  ot'  theni  were 
being  used  as  streteher-l)earers  and  they  seemed 
to  do  their  wori^  out  ot'  goodwill  aiui  not  ot 
constraint. 

I  heir  assistance  was  of  great  help  to  the 
wounded.  The  battle  was  going  well  with  us. 
I'.\eryone  felt  in  gooil  lieart  and  kindly  dis- 
posed. .An  oflieer  w!io  lay  seriously  wounded 
and  waiting  for  a  car  told  me  of  the  splendid 
work  which  his  regiment  hail  done.  I  lis  eyes 
shone  with  suppressed  excitement  and  |)ride  as 
he  told  the  story.  While  he  was  speaking  two 
-soldiers  came  limping  down  the  road  and  their 
appearance  was  greeted  with  a  burst  of 
laughter.  One  was  Ijiglish,  the  other  (ierman. 
I  onmiy  had  h!;.  arm  round  the  (ierman's  neck 
and  was  leaning  on  him  while  Vr'itr  with  his 
arm  rouml  the  lad's  waist,  helpeil  him  along. 
I  hey  came  along  verv  slowly  for  both  were 
v.ouniled,  but  they  laughed  ami  talked  together 
like  long-lost  brothers,  'iet  neither  could  un- 
lierstatiil  a  wortl  the  other  said. 

I  passed  down  the  roail  towards  the  line, 
(lunners  of  the  Territorials  were  hurriedly 
hitching  their  guns  to  the  horses  ready  to  ad- 
\aiKe  to  new  [)ositions.  In  the  ruineil  \iilage 
a  party  ol   engineers  was  alreaily  unloailing  a 
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wa^on  oi  rails  with  which  to  liuiKl  a  light  rail- 
wax.  I  continued  alon;,^  the  roaii  towards  the 
next  villaij;e  It  had  just  fallen  into  our  ha:uls 
■.:nd  not  one  ston-:  was  left  on  another.  There 
were  scores  o!  wcnnuled  men  holiMinij;  hack 
Ironi  it  and  I  ii;a\e  my  arm  to  such  as  needed 
it  mo>t.  A  badly  wountled  I  oinmv  was  being 
broui^Mit  .;!ong  on  a  wheeler  bv  two  orderlies 
and  as  1  helped  them  through  the  traffic  we 
he.ird  the  hea\  y  rumble  vi  the  adxuncing  field- 
guns. 

1  he  ro.id  was  cleared  with  the  ijuick.;iess  of 
lightning.  Out  of  the  village  the  batteries  burst 
at  a  mad  gallop  and  down  the  road  they  came 
at  tM'cak-ncck  speed.  With  the  swiftness  of 
a  lire  engine  in  a  city  street  the  rorking  guns 
swept  past.  I  he  gurniers  clung  to  the  am- 
munition limbers  with  both  hantls  and  the 
dri\ers  whipped  and  spurred  the  excited  toani- 
Hccked  horses  as  though  they  were  Herv  beings 
leaping  through  the  air  and  incapable  of  fatigue 
or  weakness.  Suddenly  the  dri\ers  raised  their 
whips  as  a  sign  to  those  behinil.  and  the 
treinbling  horses  anil  boumlitig  guns  came  to  a 
dead  halt.  The  leailing  gun  h.ul  overturncil  at 
a  nasty  |ilacc  where  the  road  ilipped  ilown  into 
the  hollow.  The  re^t  of  the  batteries  stood 
exposed  on  the  crest  (d  the  ridge.  IJelore  re- 
tirip"  the  Ciermans  h.ad  felled  all  the  trees  that 
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J.'rcw   by  the   roadside   so   that   nothing   might 
obstruct   their   hne    „f   vision.      Such    a    catas- 
trophe  as  this  v.as  what  the  eneniv  had  been 
hoping    for.      The    sun     hone    hriMiantlv.    and 
<nir  batteries  were  a  direct  target  for  the  Ger- 
man gunners  such  as  seldou)  occurs.     Dur  ho^s 
were  caught  like  rats  in  a   trap.      By  the  side 
ot  the  road  ran  a  shallow  trend,  and  near  us 
two  broad  steps  into  it.       Ve  laid  the  wo.nded 
ad  HI  the  bottotn  of  {[■.,  drench  and  sat  .!oun 
by  h.s  side.     Shells  were  falling  all  ar,.und  and 
fountauis  of  dirt  and  debris  rose  into  the  air 
•ind,  on  five  or  six  occasions,  covered  us  with 
their  spray. 

I  t'u,ral  the  lad's  face.     He  ■  as  barelv  con- 
^clous  and   uttered   no  word.      it  seemed   as  if 
"othuig  could  Ii\e  in  such  a  bombardment       A 
shell  burst  near,   and   the  cry  of  dving  horses 
rent   the    air.       Ihc    traces    were   cut    and    tne 
horses   and  gun-carriage   drawn   off    the    rond. 
I-.very  second  I  cxpecteil  to  see  the  horse,  and 
drivers  in  front  of  me  blown  into  the  air  ami 
I   watched  them  with   fascinated  eves.      Not  a 
ni.in  stirred.    They  sat  on  their  horses  and  gun- 
« .irriages  as  though  they  were  figures  in  br,.n/e. 
Not  a  man  sought  the  trench  and  not  a   man 
relieved   the  tension    by   going    forward   to   see 
what  was   wrong   or   to   lend    a    hand.      J-'ach 
knew   his    place,    and    if   death    sought    him    it 
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would  know  where  to  find  him.  The  horses 
felt  that  they  had  brave  men  on  their  backs 
and,  in  that  mysterious  way  peculiar  to  horses, 
caught  the  spirit  of  their  riders.  I'.very  shell 
GOV  red  men  and  horses  with  chalk  and  soil, 
but  they  remained  an  immobile  as  statuary.  It 
was  magnificent  and  it  was  war.  A  driver  in 
the  battery  beside  us  got  wounded  in  the  leg 
and  hand.  He  jumped  ott  his  horse  and  came 
to  us  to  be  bandaged.  Then  he  leajn  back  into 
the  saddle.  It  seemed  an  age,  but  I  su[)pose 
it  wn  1  only  a  tew  minutes,  before  the  obstruc- 
tion was  reinoxcd.  i  he  whips  flashed  in  the 
air  and  the  horses  sprang  forward.  The  guns 
rocked  and  swaycil  as  they  swept  past  us  ami 


wit! 


lin  a   tew  minutes 
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y  were  m   their  new 


positions    unt 


ier   the    hill    upon   which    lay    the 


ruins  of  Neuville  N'itasse. 

The  shelling  ceased  as  suddenly  as  it  had 
started  and  we  lifted  out  our  wounded  soldier 
and  went  in  the  direction  of  the  dressing  sta- 
tion. Some  distance  up  the  road  my  attention 
was  tailed  to  one  of  thi"  drivers  whom  the 
artillery  had  left  in  the  care  of  some  privates. 
I  le  was  living,  but  his  skull  was  br')ken,  and 
!ic  would  nevLi'  wake  again  to  consciousness. 
I  le  was  fast  "going  West.'"  I  lis  day  was  over 
and  his  work  was  done.  I  got  him  bftcd  on 
to  a  stretcher  and  taken  to  the  dressing  station 


1  <iA 
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so  that  he  mij^ht  die  in  peace  and  be  hurled 

in  the  little  soldiers'  cemetery  behind  it. 

When  I  returned  in  the  evening  to  our  billet 

I  told  the  transport  officer  of  the  magnificent 

bravery  of  the  artillery  drivers. 

"Any   other   drivers    would    behave   just   as 
well,  if  caught  in  the  same  trap,"  he  replied. 
He   spoke   the   simple   truth.      Thev   would. 
Such  supreme  courage  and  devotion  to'duty  are 
common  to  the  army.      Iheir  presence  among 
all  ranks  and  in  all  sections  of  the  army  makes 
the  fact  the  more  wonderful.     Both  officers  and 
men   love   life,   but   they   love   duty  more,    and 
commanders   in   drawing  up   their  plnns  know 
that   they  can   rely  on   their  soldiers  to   carry 
them  out.     Our  Tommies  never  fail  us  whether 
m  !•  ranee,  Mesopotamia,  or  Palestine.     Devo- 
tion  to  duty  is  inwoven  with  the  fibers  of  their 
hearts.      They  arc  men  who.  either  in  kindness 
to  captives  or  courage  amid  disaster  and  de- 
struction, never  fail  us, 
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THE  CROSS  AT  NEUVE  CHAPELLE 


THE  war  on  the  Western  Front  has  been 
iought  in  a  Roman  Catholic  country 
where  crucifixes  are  erected  at  all  the 
chief  cross-roads  to  remind  us  that,  in  every 
moment  ot  doubt  as  to  the  way  of  life,  and 
on  whichever  road  we  finally  decide  to  walk, 
whether  rough  or  smooth,  we  shall  need  the 
Saviour  and  His  redeeming  love.  We  have 
seen  a  cross  so  often  when  on  the  march,  or 
when  passing  down  some  trench,  that  it  has 
become  inextricably  n.ixed  up  with  the  war. 
When  we  think  of  the  great  struggle  the  vision 
of  the  cross  rises  before  us,  and  when  we  see 
the  cross,  wc  think  of  processions  of  w  funded 
men  who  have  been  broken  to  save  the  world. 
Whenever  we  have  laid  a  martyred  soldier  to 
rest,  we  have  placed  over  him,  as  the  comment 
on  his  death,  a  simple  white  cross  bearing  his 
name.  We  never  paint  any  tribute  on  it. 
None  is  needed,  for  nothing  else  could  speak  so 
eloquently  as  a  cross — a  white  cross.      White 
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IS  the  sacred  color  in  the  army  of  to-day,  and 
the  cross  is  the  sacred  form.      In  after  years 
there  will  never  be  any  doubt  as  to  where  the 
line  of  liberty  ran  that  held  back  the  flood  and 
force  of  German  tyranny.     From  the  English 
Channel   to  Switzerland  it  is  marked   for  all 
time   with   the   crosses   on   the   graves    of   the 
British   and   French  soldiers.      Whatever  may 
be  our  \icws   about  the  erection   of  crucifixes 
by  the  wayside  and  at  the  cross-roads,  no  one 
can  deny  that  they  have   had  an   immense  in- 
fluence  for  good  on  our  men  during  the  war 
in  Irancc. 

The  experience  of  many  a  gallant  soldier  Is 
expressed  in  the  following  Belgian  poem  : 

"I  came  to  a   hah   at   the  hend   of  the    road; 
I   readied   for  my   ration,   and   Ioo«ir:ied  mv   load; 
I  came  to  a  halt  at  the  bend  of  the  road. 

"O  weary  the  wax,  Lord;  forsaken  of  Thee, 
My  spirit  is  faint— lone,  comfortless  me; 

0  weary  the  \va>,  Lord;  forsaken  of  Thee. 

"And   the   Lord   answered,   Son,   be   thy  heart   lifted   up,. 

1  drank,  as  thou  drinkcst,  of  agony's  cup; 

And  the  Ltrd   answered,   Son,  be  thy  heart  lifted  up. 

"For  thee  tliat  I  loved,   I  went  down  to  the  grave, 
Pav  thou  the   lik"  forfeit  thy  Country  to  save; 
For  thee  that  I   loved,   I   went  down  to  the  grave. 

"Then  I  cried.  'I  am  Thine,  Lord;  yea.  unto  thi's  last.' 
And  1  strapped  on  my  knapsack,  and  onward  I  passed. 
Then   I   cried,    i    am  Thine,   Lord;   yea,    unto   this   last,' 
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"Fulfilled   is  the  sacrifice.     Lord,  is  it   \sell? 
He  It  said— for  the  dear  sake  of  country  he  fell. 
Fulfilled  is  the  sacrifice.     Lord,  is  it  well?" 

The  Cross  has  interpreted  life  to  the  soldier 
and  has  provided  him  with  the  only  acceptable 
philosophy   of   the   war.      It   has   tauj^jht   boys 
just   entering  upon  life's  experience  that,   out- 
topping   all   history   and   standing  out   against 
the  background  of  all  human  life,  is  a  Cross 
on  which  died  the  Son  of  God.     It  has  made 
the  hill  of  Calvary  stand  out  above  all  other 
hills  in  history.     Hannibal,  Caesar.  Napoleon 
—these  may  stand  at  the  foot  of  the  hill,  as 
did  the  Roman  soldiers,  but  they  are  made  to 
look  mean  and  insignificant  as  the  Cross  rises 
above  them,  showing  forth  the  figure  of  the  Son 
of  Man.    Against  the  sky-line  of  human  history 
the    Cross    stands    clearly,    and    all    else    is    in 
shadow.    The  wayside  crosses  at  the  Front  and 
the  flashes  of  roaring  guns  may  not  have  taught 
cur  soldiers  much  history,  but  they  have  taught 
them  the  central   fact  of  history;  and  all  else 
will    have   to   accommodate   itself   to   that,    or 
be   liisbelieved.      The   Cross   of   Christ   is   the 
center  of  the   picture   for  evermore,   and   the 
grouping  of  all  other  figures  must  be  round  it. 
I  o  the  soldiers  it  can  never  again  be  made  a 
detail  in  some  other  picture.     Seen  also  in  the 
light  of  their  personal  experience  it  has  taught 


KiO       The  Cross  at  Xcuve  Chapclle 

them  that  as  a  cross  lies  at  the  basis  of  the 
world's  hfe  and  shows  bare  at  everv  crisis  of 
national  and  international  liff  so,  at  the  root 
of  all  iiuli\-idual  life,  is  a  cross.  They  have 
been  taught  to  look  for  it  at  every  parting  of 
the  ways.  Suffering  to  redeem  others  and  make 
others  happy  will  now  be  seen  as  the  true 
aim  of  life  and  not  the  grasping  of  personal 
pleasure  or  profit.  They  have  stood  where 
high  explosive  shells  thresh  out  the  corn  from 
the  chaff — the  true  from  the  false.  They  have 
seen  facts  in  a  light  that  lays  things  stark 
and  bare;  and  the  cant  talked  by  skeptical 
armchair-philosophers  will  move  them  as  little 
as  the  chittering  of  sparrows  on  the  housetops. 
I'^or  three  long  jears  our  front-line  trenches 
have  run  through  what  was  once  a  \illage 
called  Xeuve  Chapelle.  There  is  nothing  left 
of  it  now.  But  there  is  something  there  which 
i''  tremendously  impressi\e.  It  is  a  crucifix. 
it  stands  out  iibove  exerything,  for  the  land 
is  (juite  Hat  arouiul  it.  The  cross  is  iminedi- 
a.  .-ly  behind  our  tiring  treneli,  and  witiiin  two 
or  three  hundred  yartls  of  the  Cn-rman  front 
trei^'h.  i  he  figure  of  Christ  is  looking  across 
ihe  .wJste  of  No  Man's  Land.  Under  Ilis  right 
■■•^•■u  and  under  Ilis  left,  arc  British  soldiers 
holding  tht  line.  Two  dud  shells  lie  at  the 
the    fviot.      One    is    even    touching    the    wood, 
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but  though  hundreds  of  shells  must  have  swept 
bv  it,  and  miUions  of  machine-gun  bullets,  it 
remains  undamaged.  Trenches  form  a  laby- 
rinth a.!  round  it.  When  our  men  awake  and 
"stand-to'  at  dawn  the  first  sight  they  see  is 
the  cross:  and  when  at  night  they  lie  liown  in 
the  side  of  the  trench,  or  turn  into  their  dug- 
outs, their  last  sight  is  the  cross.  It  stands 
clear  in  the  noon-day  sun;  and  in  the  moonlight 
;t  takes  on  a  solemn  grandeur. 

I  first  saw  it  on  a  November  afternoon  when 
the  sun  was  sinking  under  heavy  hanks  of 
cloud,  and  it  bent  my  mind  back  to  the  scene 
as  it  must  have  been  on  the  first  Good  Friday, 
when  the  sun  died  with  its  dying  Lord,  and 
darkness  crept  up  the  hill  of  Calvary  and  cov- 
ered Him  with  its  funeral  pall  to  hide  llis 
dying  agonies  from  he  curious  eyes  of  unbe- 
lieving men.  I  had  had  tea  in  a  dug-out,  and 
it  was  tlark  wht  I  left.  Machine-guns  were 
sweeping  No  M..n's  Land  to  bru>h  back  ene- 
mies that  might  be  creeping  towards  us  through 
the  long  grass;  and  the  air  was  filled  with  a 
million  clear,  cracking  sounds.  Star-shells  rose 
and  fell  and  their  brilliant  lights  lit  up  the 
silent  form  on  the  cross. 

For  three  years,  night  and  day,  Christ  has 
been  standing  there  in  the  midst  of  our  sol- 
diers, with  arms  outstretched  in  blessing.    They 
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have  looked  up  at  Him  through  the  clear  star- 
light of   a   frosty   night;   and   they   have   seen 
I  lis  pale  face  by  the  silver  rays  of  the  moon 
as    she    has    sailed    her    course    through    the 
heavens.     In  the  gloom  of  a  stormy  night  they 
have  seen  the  dark  outline,  and  caught  a  pass- 
ing   glimpse    of    Christ's    effigy    by    the    flare 
of  the  star-shells.     What  must  have  been  the 
thoughts  of  the  sentries  in  the  listening  posts 
as  all  night  long  they  have  gazed  at  the  cross; 
or  of  the  officers  as  they  have  passed  down 
the  trench  to  see  that  all  was  well;  or  of  some 
private    sleeping    in    the    trench    and,    being 
awakened  by  the  cold,   taking  a   few  steps  to 
restore    blood-circulation?      Deep    thoughts,    I 
imagine,   much  too  deep   for  words  of  theirs 
or  mine. 

And  when  the  Battle  of  XcMve  Chapelle  was 
raging  and  the  wounded,  whose  blood  was 
turning  red  the  grass,  looked  up  at  Him,  what 
thoughts  must  have  been  theirs  then?  Did 
they  not  feel  that  He  was  their  big  Brother 
and  remember  that  blood  had  flowed  from 
Him  as  from  them;  that  pain  had  racked  Him 
as  it  racked  them ;  and  that  He  thought  of 
His  mother  and  of  Nazareth  as  they  thought 
of  their  mother  and  the  little  cottage  they  were 
never  to  see  again?  When  their  throats  be- 
came  parched  and  their  lips  swollen  with  thirst 
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did  they  not  remember  how  He,  too,  had  cried 
for  a  drink;  and,  most  of  all,  did  they  not 
call  to  mind  the  fact  that  He  might  have  saved 
Himself,  as  they  might,  if  He  had  cared  more 
for  His  own  happiness  than  for  the  world's? 
As  their  spirits  passed  out  through  the  wounds 
in  their  bodies  would  they  not  ask  Him  to  re- 
member them  as  their  now  homeless  souls 
knocked  at  the  gate  of  His  Kingdom  ?  I  le  had 
stood  by  them  all  through  the  long  and  bloody 
battle  while  hurricanes  of  shells  swept  over 
and  around  Him.  I  do  not  wonder  that  the 
men  at  the  PVont  flock  to  the  Lotd's  Supp«'r 
to  commemorate  His  death.  They  will  not  go 
without  it.  If  the  Sacrament  be  not  provided, 
they  ask  for  it.  At  home  there  was  never  such 
a  demand  for  It  as  exists  at  the  P>ont.  There 
is  a  mystic  sympathy  between  the  trench  and  the 
Cross,  between  the  soldier  and  his  Saviour. 

And  yet,  to  those  who  willed  the  war  and 
drank  to  the  day  of  its  coming,  even  the  Cross 
has  no  sacredness.  It  is  to  them  but  a  tool 
of  war.  An  officer  told  me  that  during  the 
German  retreat  {>■■  n  the  Sommc  they  noticed 
a  peculiar  accuracy  m  the  enemy's  firing.  The 
shells  followed  an  easily  distinguishable  course. 
So  many  casualties  occurred  from  this  accurate 
shcllinrr  that  the  officers  set  themselves  to  dis- 
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of  shells  hud  for  its  center  the  cross-roads,  a; 
that  at  the  cross-roads  was  a  cruciJix  that  stoc 
up    clearly    as    a    land-niark.       Evidently    the 
crosses  were  \  Sin^  u^cd  to  guide  the  gunners, 
and  was  causing  the  death  of  our  men.      But 
a  more  remarkable  ching  can.e  to  light.     The 
cross  stood  close   to  the   road,   and  when   the 
(lermans  retired  they  had  sprung  a  mine  at  the 
cross-roads  to  delay  our  advance.     Everything 
near  had  been  blown  to  bits  by  the  explosion 
except  the  crucifix  which  had  not  a  mark  upon  it. 
And  yet  it  could  not  have  escaped,  except  by 
a   miracle.       Jhey  therefore   set  themselves  to 
examine  the  seeming  miracle  and  came  across 
one  of  the   most   astounding  cases   of  fiendish 
cunning,      '(hey  found  that  the  (iermans  had 
made  a  concrete  socket  for  the  crucifix  so  that 
they  could  take  it  out  or  put  It  in  at  pleasure. 
Before   blowing   up    the   cross-roads   they   had 
taken  the  cross  out  of  its  socket  and  removed 
it  to  a  safe  distance,  then,  when  the  mine  had 
exploded,    they  put   the   cross   back   so   that   it 
Mught  be  a  landmark  to  direct  their  shooting. 
And  now  they  were  using  Christ's  instrument 
ot    redemption  as  .in  instrument  for  men's  de- 
struction. 

But  our   young   ofl^ccrs    resolved   to   restore 
the  cross   to  its  work  of   saving  men.     They 
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waited  till  night  fell,  and  then  removed  the  cross 
to  a  point  a  hundred  or  two  yards  to  the  left. 
When  in  the  morning  the  (jerinan  gunners 
lired  their  shells  their  observers  lound  that  the 
shells  fell  too  far  wide  o{  the  cross  and  they 
could  make  nothing  ot  the  mystery.  It  looked 
as  if  someone  had  been  tampering  with  their 
guns  in  the  night.  10  put  matters  right  they 
altered  the  position  of  their  guns  so  that  once 
more  the  shells  made  a  circle  round  the  cross. 
And  henceforth  our  s'-'liers  were  safe,  for  the 
shells  fell  harmlessly  int(>  the  outlying  fields. 
Nor  was  this  the  ot'y  time  during  their  retreat 
that  the  Cjermans  p.it  the  cross  to  this  base  use 
and  were  foiled  in  their  knavery. 

When  a  nation  scraps  the  Cross  of  Christ 
and  turns  it  into  a  tool  to  gain  an  advantage 
over  it'.-,  opponents,  it  hec(Mnes  superfluous  to 
ask  who  began  the  war,  and  folly  to  close  our 
eyes  to  the  horrors  and  depravities  which  are 
being  reached  in  the  waging  of  it. 

There  is  a  new  judgment  of  the  nations  now 
proceeding  and  who  shall  predict  what  shall 
be?  Ihe  Cross  of  Christ  is  the  arbiter,  and 
our  attitude  towards  it  decides  our  fate.  I 
have  seen  the  attitude  of  our  soldiers  towards 
the  cross  at  Neuve  Chapelle  and  towards 
that  for  which  it  stands;  and  I  find  more  com- 
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fort  in  their  reverence  for  Christ  and  Chris- 
tianity than  in  all  their  guns  and  impediments 
of  vva:. 

The  Cross  of  Christ  towers  above  the  wrecks 
of  time,  and  the  nations  will  survive  tha^  stand 
beneath  its  protecting  arms  in  the  trenches  of 
righteousness,  liberty  and  truth. 


XV 


THE  V.HILDREN  OF  OUR  DEAD 


THERE  are  times  when  we  get  away  from 
the  Front  for  a  rest.  We  hear  no 
more  the  sound  of  the  guns,  !  it  give 
ourselves  up  to  the  silence  and  charm  of  the 
country.  Before  going  into  the  Sommc  fight- 
ing we  were  billeted  for  ten  days  in  the  neigh- 
boring village  to  Cressy;  and  as  the  anniversary 
of  the  battle  came  that  week  the  colonel  chose 
the  day  for  a  march  to  the  battlefield.  The 
owner  of  the  field,  when  the  old  windmill 
stood,  from  wnich  King  Edward  ill  directed 
his  army,  came  to  meet  us  and  describe  the 
battle.  When  the  war  is  over  he  is  going  to 
erect  a  monument  on  the  spot  to  the  memor\ 
of  the  French  and  British  troops  who  in  com- 
radeship have  died  fighting  against  the  commo'^ 
foe. 

They  were  happy  days  that  we  spent  around 
Cressy.  The  last  that  some  were  destined  to 
know  this  side  of  the  (ireat  Divide.  I  he  bed- 
room next  to  mine  was  occupied  by  two  fine 
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young  officers  of  utterly  different  type.     One 
was    a    Greek    whose    father    had    taken   out 
naturalization  papers  and  loved  the  country  of 
his   adoption   with    i   worshiping  passion   that 
would  shame  many  native   born.      1  he   other 
was    a    charming,    argumentative,    systematic, 
theological   student  of  Scots  parentage.      The 
night    hefore   we    left,    the   Greek    accidentally 
broke  his  mirror  and  was  much  upset.     It  was, 
lie  said,  a  token  that  Death  was  about  to  claim 
him.     The  Scot  laughed  heartily,   for  he  had 
not  a  trace  of  the  superstitious  in  him;  or,  if  he 
had— which  was  more  than  likely— it  was  kept 
under  by  his  strong  reasoning  faculties. 

"If  you  are  to  be  killed,"  he  replied.  "I  am 
to  be  killed  too,  for  I  also  have  broken  my 
mirror." 

He  spoke  the  words  in  jest,  or  with  hardly 
a  discernible  undercurrent  of  seriousness;  but 
thev   were  true   words   nevertheless.      I  he  two 
bed-mates  were  killed  in  the  same  battle  a  week 
or  two  later.      I   had  tea    with   them  in   their 
dug-out  on  the  eve  of  the  tight.     They  were 
to  take  up  their  positions  in  an  hour,  but  the 
student  could  not  resist  having  just  one  more 
argument.     1  !e  directed  the  conversation  to  the 
New  Theology,   -md  to  German   philosophers 
and   Biblical   scholars.      He   simply  talked  me 
off  my  feet,  for  he  possessed  the  most  brilliant 
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intellect  in  the  regiment,  combined  with  self- 
reliance  and  perfect  modesty.  Then  the  con- 
versation turned  to  the  question  of  taking  a  tot 
of  rum  before  golnuj  o\er  the  parapet.  He 
was  a  rigid  teetotaler,  "for,"  said  he,  "drink 
is  the  ruin  of  my  country."  He  was  opposed 
to  the  idea  of  taking  rum  to  help  one's  courage 
or  allay  his  fears.  Ht  would  not,  he  said,  go 
under  with  his  eyes  bandaged  He  would 
take  a  good  look  at  Death  and  dare  him  to 
do  his  worst.  He  was  superb,  and  Death  nc\  cr 
felled  a  manlier  man.  Browning  would  have 
lo\ecl  him  as  his  own  soul  for  he  had  Brown- 
ing's attitude  to  life  exactly,  and  could  have 
sung  with  him. 


"Fear    death?    .    .    . 
I  was  ever   a   hgliter,  s'J — one  fiRht  niore, 

The  best  and  tuc  last ! 
I    would    hate   that   death    bandaged    my    eyes,   and   forbore, 

And    bade   mc   creep   past. 
No!    let   me   taste   the    whole   of    it,    fare    like  my   pecri 

The    heroes    (if    old, 
He.u  the  brunt,  in  a   nuiiute  pay   glad   life's  arrears 

Of  pain,  darkncs>  and  coid. 
For   sudden    the    worst    turns   best    to    the    brave, 

The   hlack   •ninute's  at   end, 
.'\nd   the   elements'    i       ■,   the   fiend-voices  that   ravp. 

Shall   dwindle,  shall  blend, 
Shall  chance,  shall   become  first  a  peace  out  ot   pain, 

Thin    a    light   .   .   , 

.Ami    with   Ciod   be   the    rest!" 
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He  was  found  with  his  "body  against  the 
wall  where  the  forts  of  folly  fall."  His  brave, 
intelligent  face  was  completely  blown  away. 
His  Greek  friend  was  wounded,  and  while  be- 
ing dressed  in  a  shell-hole  by  his  servant,  was 
hit  again  and  killed. 

Some  weeks  later  all  that  remained  of  the 
regnnent  was  drawn  out  to  a  little  village  some 
miles  from  Amiens,  and  very  similar  to  the 
one  we  had  occupied  near  Cressy.  We  were 
taken  to  it  in  motor-'buses  for  the  men  were 
too  exhausted  to  march,  and  the  days  spent 
there  were  days  of  great  delight.  We  had  a 
glorious,  crowded-out  service  on  the  Sunday. 
It  was  both  a  thanksgiving  and  a  memorial 
service,  and  I  spoke  to  the  men  on  "The  Pass- 
ing of  the  Angels." 

"When  the  music  ceased."  I  said,  "and  the 
herald-angels  departed,  the  sky  became  very 
empty,  cold  and  gray  to  the  Shepherds;  and 
they  said  one  to  another,  'let  us  now  go  even 
unto  Bethlehem.'  And  they  went  and  found 
out  Jesus.  If  the  angels  ha^l  stayed  the  shep- 
herds would  have  stayed  with  them.  The 
angels  had  to  come  to  point  them  to  Jesus  but, 
that  done,  they  had  to  gn  away  to  make  the 
shepherds  desire  Jesus  and  seek  Him,  'When 
the  half-gods  go  the  gods  arrive.'  The  angels 
had  to  make  room   fcr  Jesus  and  the  second 
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best  had  to  yield  place  to  the  best.  When  John 
the  Baptist  was  killed  his  disciples  went  in  their 
sorrow  to  Jesus;  and  having  lost  our  noble 
comrades,  we  must  go  to  Him  also.  The  best 
in  our  friends  came  from  Jesus  as  the  sweet 
light  of  the  moon  comes  from  the  sun;  and  we 
must  go  to  the  Source.  If  we  find  and  keep 
to  Jesus,  sooner  or  later  we  shall  find  our  lost 
friends  again,  for  'them  also  which  sleep  in 
Jesus  will  God  bring  with  him  !'  " 

In  some  such  words  I  tried  to  comfort  those 
who  had  left  their  comrades  behind  in  the 
graves  on  the  Somme;  for  I  know  how*  deeply 
they  felt  the  loss.  During  ihe  week  we  had 
dinner  parties,  and  all  kinds  of  jolly  social  in- 
tercourse. It  was  amusing  to  see  the  delight 
everyone  felt  at  having  a  bed  to  sleep  in. 
"Look  Padre,  at  these  white  sheets,"  an  officer 
cried  as  I  passed  his  window.  He  was  as 
merry  over  them  as  if  a  rich  maiden  aunt  had 
remembered  him  in  her  will.  Some  got  "leave" 
hom.e,  and  were  so  frankly  joyful  about  it  that 
it  made  the  rest  of  us  both  glad  and  envious. 
We  made  up  for  it  somewhat  by  getting  leave 
to  spend  an  occasional  day  in  Amiens.  There 
I  went  into  the  glorious  cathedral.  Almost  the 
whole  of  the  front  was  sandbagged,  but  even 
thus,  it  was  a  "thing  »  f  beauty"  and  has  be- 
come for  me  a  "joy  forever." 
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Except  Rouen  Cathedral  I  have  seen  nothing 
to  equal  it.  Xotrc  Dame,  -vith  its  invisible 
yet  dmgl'Ag  tapestry  of  historv,  Is  more  deeply 
moving.  But  it  is  sadder— more  sombre. 
Something  of  the  ugliness  and  trngedy  of  by- 
gone  days  peep  out  in  it:  but  Amiens  Cathedral 
IS  u  thing  of  pure  joy  and  bcautv.  It  suggests 
fairies,  while  Xotre  Dame  suggests  goblins. 

Whde   I    was   looking   at   its   glorious    rose- 
windows  which  were  casting  their   rich   colors 
on   the   pillars,   a    father  and   his  two  children 
came    in.      The    man    and    son    dipped    their 
fingers  in  the  shell  of  holy  water,  crossed  their 
foreheads  and  breasts  with  the  water,  and  were 
passing   on;    but    the    little    girl    who    was    too 
short   to    reach    the    shell,    took    hold    of    her 
father's  arm  and  pulled  him  back.     She,  too, 
wished  to  dip  her  lingers   in   holy  water,   anci 
make  the  sign  of  the  cross  „ver  her  mind  and 
heart.     The  father  yielded  to  her  importunity 
and    touched   her   hand   with    his   wet   fingers. 
She   made   the   sacred   sign    and   was   satisfied. 
I  he  father  and  son  had  remembered  their  own 
needs  but  forgotten  the  child's. 

After  all  the  tragic  happenings  on  the 
Somme  why  should  this  little  incident  linger  in 
my  memory  like  a  primrose  in  a  crater?  Did 
It  not  linger  hrcan^r  of  the  tragedy  of  the 
preceding  weeks?     I  had  been  li\!ng  weeks  to- 
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gcthcr  without   seeing   a   child    and    after   the 
slaughter  of  youth  which  I  had  witnessed  the 
sight  of  a  child  in  a  cathedral  was  inexpressibly 
beautiful.      The    father's    neglect   of    its    finer 
needs  gave  nie  pain.     We  have  lost  so  many 
young  men,  that  e\ery  child  and  youth  left  to 
us  ought  to  be  cared  for  as  the  apple  of  our 
eye.     We  have  lost  more  than  our  young  men. 
We  ha\  e  lost  those  who  w(juld  have  been  their 
children.     Ihe  little  ones  who  might  have  been, 
have  gone  to  their  graves  with  their  fathers. 
'J"he  old  recruiting  cry,  "the  young  and  single 
first"    was    necessary    from    a    military    stand- 
pomt  but,  from  a  merely  human  point  of  \icw, 
I  could  ne\er  see  much  justice  in  it.    The  young 
had  no  responsibility,  direct  or  indirect,  for  the 
war.       They   were   given   life    and   yet   before 
they  could   taste  it,   they  were  called  upon  to 
die   in   our  behalf.      We   who   are  older  have 
tasted  ot  life  and  love;  the  residue  of  our  years 
nil!  i.e  much  the-  same  as  those  that  have  gone 
before:  there  will  be  little  of  surprise  or  new- 
ness   of   experience.      Perhaps,    too,    we    have 
1:\ mg  memorials  of  ourselves,  so  that  if  we  die, 
our    personality   and    name    will    still    live    on. 
Our  death  will  only  be  partial.     While  William 
Put  lived  could  it  be  said  that  Lord  Chatham 
had  died?     His  body  was  dead,  truly,  but  his 
spirit  found  utterance  in  the  British  I  louse  of 
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Conimons  every  time  his  son  spoke,  and 
Xapoleon  felt  the, strength  of  his  arm  as  truly 
did  Montcalm  on  the  Heights  of  Ahraham.  I 
should  not  have  mourned  the  loss  of  the  young 
Scot  and  the  Greek  so  much,  had  they  left  to 
the  world  some  image  and  likeness  of  them- 
selves. In  dying,  they  gave  more  than  them- 
selves  to  death; 

"Those   who     vould    have   been 
Their    sons    they    {;ave— their   immortality." 

After  a  summer  on  the  Somme,  I  have  come 
to  understand  something  of  how   fear  of  the 
devouring  maw  of  Time  became  almost  an  ob- 
session  with   Shakespeare.      Death   had   taken 
from  him  some  of  the  dearest  intimates  of  his 
heart,  and  taken  them  young.     And  so,  like  the 
sound  of  a  funeral-hell  echoing  down  the  lane 
where  lovers  walk,  there  is  heard  through  all 
his  sonnets  and  poems  of  love  the  approaching 
footsteps  of  death.     Sometimes  the   footsteps 
sound    faintly,    but    they    are    seldom    absent. 
How  then  would  he  have   felt  in   a   war  like 
this,  in  which  the  "young  and  single"  have  gone 
out  by  the  hundred  thousand   to  prematurely 
die?  ^ 

Others,  however,  who  have  given  their  lives 
were  married  men,  and  they  have  left  images 
of  themselves  in  trust  to  the  nation.     We  know 
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the  last  thoujrhts  of  a  dying  father.  Cntain 
Falcon  Scott  as  he  lay  dying  at  the  South  Pole 
has  expressed  them  for  all  time, 
f  the  boy,"  he  said,   "th 


Tak 


e  care 


stuff 


ere  should  be  good 
in  him."      He   found  comfort   in  the   re- 
flection that  he  would,  though  he  died,  live  on 
in  his  son;  but  he  was  saddened  by  the  thought 


that  the  son  would  have  to  f 


life  without   a    fath 


ace  the  battle  of 


^oy  would  thercf 


cr   to   back   him   up.      The 


ore  need  special  "care. 


On    the   evening   of   the    first   battle   of   th 
Somme  I  spoke  to  a  young  officer  as  he  1; 


ly  m 


a  bed  at  the  Field  Ambul 

his  right  arm  and  he  told 

pened.      He   was   charging   across    No    M„..  ^ 

Land  when  a  shell  cut  it  off  near  the  shoulder. 


ance.      He  had  lost 
me  how  it  had  hap- 


an  s 


an 


d  fl 


un 


g  It  several  yards  away.     As  h 


It  fall  to  the  ground  the  sight 


e  saw 


that  he  cried  aloud  in  dist 
My  beautiful   arm."     H 


so  overcame  him 

ress,  "Oh  my  arm! 

e   was   still   mourning 


ts  loss,   so,  to  comfort  him,   I  told  him  that 


Nelson  lost  his  right 


arm  and  won  the  Batde 


of  Trafalgar  after  he  had  lost  it.  Like  Xel 
son,  f  told  him,  he  would  learn  to  write  with 
his  left  hand  and  still  do  a  man's  job.  He 
would  not  be  useless  in  life  as  he  feared. 
When  the  children  of  our  dead  soldiers  ch  ^ 
across   \o   \Tin's   Land   in   the   battle   of  li? 

icr^^,   and  the 


rgc 


they  will  think  of  their  T-st  f-rl 
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ajronizing  cry  of  the  young  wounded  soldier 
will  rise  to  their  lip'  'On  my  arm,  my  heauti^ 
ful  arm."  The  State  is  providing  artificial 
arms  for  our  wounded  soldiers.  Will  it  he  a 
right  arm  to  the  children  of  its  dead?  Will 
it  he  a  father  to  the  fatherless  and  a  hushand 
to  the  willow?  Unless  it  is  ready  for  this 
sacred  task,  it  had  no  right  to  ask  for  and 
accept  the  lives  of  these  men. 

f  he  State,  with  the  help  of  the  Church,  must 
resolve  that  no  child  shall  sutler  hecause  its 
lather  was  a  hero  and  patriot.  The  State  must 
help  the  child  to  the  shell  o(  holy  water  without 
the  little  one  having  to  pull  at  its  arm  to  re- 
mind it  of  its  duties.  If  the  children  of  our 
dead  soldiers  lack  education,  food,  moral  and 
spiritual  guidance,  or  a  proper  start  in  life, 
no  wonls  will  he  condemnatory  enough  to 
adequately  descrihe  the  nation's  crime  and  in- 
gratitude. They  are  the  sons  and  daughters 
of  heroes  and  there  "should  he  good  stuff"  in 
them.  It  is  the  nation's  privilege,  as  well  as 
its  duty,  to  take  the  place  of  their  fathers. 

A  few  days  later  I  walked  into  Arras  from 
the  neighhoring  village.  There  were  guns  all 
along  the  road,  and  there  was  not  a  house  but 
bore  the  mark  of  shells.  Some  of  the  civilians 
had  remained,  hut  these  were  mostly  old  people 
who  could  not  settle  elsewhere,   and  who  pre- 
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fcircd  to  die  at  home  rather  than  hve  in  a 
strange  phice.  One  house  impressed  me 
greatly.  It  had  been  badly  damaged  but  its 
gprden  was  untouched  and  in  it  were  half  a 
do/cn  rose-trees.  It  was  the  beginning  of 
!^prlng,  and  each  tree  was  covered  over  with 
sacking  to  preserve  it  from  the  cold  and  frag- 
ments of  shells.  The  owner  did  not  care  suffi- 
ciently tor  his  own  life  to  move  away,  but  he 
cared  for  the  life  of  his  roses.  And  so,  when 
the  summer  came  there  were  roses  in  at  least 
one  garden  in  Arras. 

I  he  noise  of  the  guns  was  terrific  and  the 
old  man  had  to  live  in  the  cellar,  but  he  found 
leisure  of  soul  to  cultivate  his  roses.  His  action 
was  one  of  the  most  beautiful  things  I  have 
seen  in  the  entire  war.  The  children  of  our 
homes  are  more  beautiful  than  Arras  roses, 
and  more  difficult  to  rear.  May  we  trust  our 
country  not  to  neglect  them?  Will  she  save 
them  from  the  mark  of  the  ^hcll,  and  help 
them  to  grow  up  lo  a  full  and  perfect  loveliness? 
Our  dvmg  soldiers  lia\e  trusted  her  to  do  it. 
From  their  graves  they  plead, 

'H  ye  hnak   faith   wuh   ii\  who  die. 
\Vc  <.h,ill  wn  >!rcp.  though  poppies  blow 
In  Hamlcrs  held*.' 
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Ir    was    in    a    ruined    village    behind    the 
trenches.     A  fatigue  party  had  just  come 
out  of  the  line,  and  was  on  its  way  to 
rest-billets  in  the  next  village.     The  men  were 
tired  so  they  sat  down  to  rest  in  the  deserted 
street.     Suddenly,  a  scream,  as  from  a  disem- 
bodied  spirit,   pierced   the  air.      'I'here   was   a 
rrash,    a    cloud    of    smoke,    and    five   men    lay 
dead  on  the   pavement,   and  twelve   wounded. 
Next  morning  I  was  asked  to  bury  one  of  the 
dead.      Under   a   glorious  July   sky  a    Roman 
Catholic  chaplain  and   I  cycled  between  deso- 
'ate  fields  into  the  village.     A  rifleman  guideu 
us  down  a  communication-trench  till  we  came 
to  the  cemetery.      Ir   was   a   little   field   fenced 
^vlth    trees.      There    we    found    a    Church    of 
England  chaplain.     He  and  the  Catholic  chap, 
lain  had  two  men  each  to  bury. 

A  burial  [varty  was  at  work  on  the  fnc  graves, 
ft  was  the  fatigue  party  of  tbc  evening  before, 
and  the  men  were  preparing  the  last  resting 
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pl^x  of  those  who  had  died  at  their  side. 
ihey  worked  rapidly,  for  all  the  morninji;  the 
village  had  heen  under  a  bombardment  which 
had  not  as  yet  ceased.  Before  they  had  fin- 
ished they  were  sfrtled  by  the  familiar  but 
fatal  scream  of  a  shell  and  threw  themselves 
on  the  ground.  It  burst  a  short  distance  away 
without  doing  harm,  and  the  soldiers  went  on 
with  their  work,  as  if  nothing  had  happeneii. 
When  the  graves  were  ready,  two  of  the  bodies 
were  brought  out  and  lowered  with  ropes. 
The  Church  of  Fngland  chaplain  read  the 
burial  service  over  them,  and  we  all  stood  round 
as  mourners.  Two  more  bodies  were  brought 
out  and  we  formed  a  circle  round  them  while 
the  Roman  Catholic  chaplain  read  the  burial 
service  of  his  Church — chiefly,  in  Latin.  'I'here 
now  remained  but  one,  and  he,  in  turn,  was 
quietly  lowered  into  his  grave.  He  was  still 
wearing  his  boots  and  uniform  and  was  wrapped 
around  with  his  blanket. 

"No  useless  coffin  enclosed  hi--  brea?<t, 
Not   in  sheet  or   in  sliroud   wr  wound  him; 
But   he    lay   like   a    warrior   taking   iiis   rest 
With   his  martial  cloak   around   hirtu" 


All  his  comrades  who  had  been  with  him  in 
the  dread  hour  of  death  were  mournitig  by  his 
grave,  and  standing  with  them  Acre  his  officer 
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and  two  chaplains.  I  read  the  full  service  as 
it  is  given  in  our  Prayer  Book.  It  was  all 
that  one  could  do  for  him.  The  Catholic  chap- 
lain had  sprinkled  consecrated  water  on  the 
bodies  and  I  sprinkled  consecrated  soil.  Was 
it  n(jt  in  truth  holy  soil?  Hchird  me  was  one 
lon^',  common  j^rave  in  which  lay  buried  a  hun- 
dred and  ten  I-"rench  soldiers;  "iio  Braves" 
was  the  inscription  the  cross  bore.  In  front  of 
me  were  three  rows  of  graves  in  which  were 
lying  British  soldiers.  French  and  British  sol- 
diers were  mingling  their  dust.  In  death,  as  in 
lite,   they   were   not   di\ided. 

I  telt  led  to  otier  no  prayer  for  the  lad  at 
my  feet,  nor  for  his  dead  comrades.  He  needed 
no  prayer  of  mine;  rather  did  I  ni:cd  his.  He 
was  safe  home  in  port.  The  storm  had  spent 
itself  and  neither  rock,  nor  fog,  nor  fire  would 
trouble  him  again.  His  living  comrades  and 
I  were  still  out  in  the  storm,  battling  towards 
the  larul.  I  Ic  had  no  need  of  us,  but  his  parents 
and  comrades  had  need  of  him.  We  were 
there  to  pay  a  tribute  to  his  life  and  death,  to 
pray  for  his  lo\ed  ones,  and  to  learn  how  frail 
we  are  and  how  dependent  upon  liim  who  is 
hcvonil  the  reach  of  the  chances  and  changes 
ol  this  niortal  life. 

1   was  half  way  through  the   recital  of  the 
last  prayer — "We  bless    Thy  Holy  .\amc   for 
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all    Thy    servants    departed    this    life    in    Thy 
faith  and  fear" — when  that  fatal,  wcll-knov.n 
scream,   as   ot    a   \ulture   darting;   down   on   its 
prey,   again   tore   the   air.      The   men,   as   they 
had  been  taught,  dropped  to  the  ground  like 
stones.     My  office  demanded  that  I  should  con- 
tinue the  prayer,  and  leave  with  (iod  the  deci- 
sion as  to   how   it  should   end.      There   was  a 
crash,  and  the  branches  of  the  trees  overhead 
trembled    as    some    fragments    of    shell    smote 
them.     But  there  was  nothing  more.     The  men 
rose  as  quickly  as  they  had  fallen,  and  all  were 
reverently  standing  to  attention  before  the  last 
words   of   the   prayer    found   utterance.      The 
graves  were  tilled  in  and  we  went  our  several 
ways.      Next   day    white    crosses    were    placed 
over  the  five  mounds,  and  we  bade  them  a  long 
and  last  farewell. 
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TIII.RI',  is  one  afternoon  on  the  Somme 
that  stands  out  in   my   memory  like   a 
dark  hill  when  the  sun  has  sunk  below 
the  verge  and  left  a  lingering  bar  of  red  across 
the  sky.     It  was  a  Calvary  thick  with  the  bodies 
of   our   nun.      I    was   looking    for   the    West- 
minsters   and    they    were    difficult    to    find.      I 
passed  over  one  trench  and   reached   another, 
I  here  I  asked  t!ie  men  if  they  knew  where  the 
Westminsters    were,    and    they    expressed    the 
opinion   that   the    regiment   was   in    the   trench 
ahead.       I  here   was  no  communication   trench 
so  I  followed  a  fatigue-party  for  some  distance 
which  was  marching  in  single  I'ile.   and  carry- 
ing   hand-grenades    to    the    firing    line.      They 
turned   to   the   right  and    I    kept   straight   on. 
Lvery  few  yards  I  passed  rifles  reversed  and 
fastened  in  the  ground  by  their  bayonets.    They 
marked  the  graves  of  the  dead.     A   few  sol- 
diers, but  newly  killed,  were  still  lying  out. 
At  last  I   reached  a  trench  and  found  in  it 
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a   number  of   Westminsters.      They  were   sig- 
nalers on  special  duty,  and  they  told  me  that 
I  had  already  passed  the  regiment  on  my  left. 
The  poor  fellows  were  in  a  sad  plight.     The 
weather    was    cold    and    they    were    without 
shelter.     There  were  German  dug-outs  but  they 
were  partly  bio  vn  in  and  full  of  German  dead. 
The  stench  that  rose  from  these,  and  from  the 
shallow  graves  around,  was  almost  unbearable, 
^et  there  amid  falling  shells,  the  lads  had  to 
remain    day    and    night.      Their    rations    were 
brought  to  them,  but  as  every  ounce  of  food 
and  drop  of  water,  in  addition  to  the  letters 
from  home,  had  to  be  brought  on  pack  mules 
through  seven  or  eight  miles  of  field  tracks  m 
which  the  mules  struggled  on  up  to  the  knees 
m  sticky  mud  and  sometimes  up  to  the  belly, 
it  was  impossible  for  the  regiment  to  receive 
anythmg  beyond  water  and  "iron  rations,"  i.e., 
hard  biscuits.     Water  was  so  precious  that  not 
a  drop  could  be  spared  to  wash  faces  or  clean 
teeth  with,  and  I  always  took  my  own  water- 
bottle  and   food,  to   avoid   sharing  the  scanty 
supplies   of   the   officers.      After    a    h'ttle   time 
spent  with  the  signalers  I  moved  up  the  trench 
and    h)oked    in    at    the    little    dug-out    of    the 
Colonel  commanding.     .Xlj  the  officers  present, 
bearded  almost  beyond  recognition,  were  sitting 
on  the  floor.     The  enemy  had  left  a  small  red 
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electric   hght,    which  addcJ   an   almost   absurd 
touch  of  luxury  to  the  miserable  place.     Farther 
up  the  trench   I  found  the  Brigade  Staff  Cap- 
tain m  a  similar  dug-out  and  after  making  in- 
qumes  as  to  the  position  of  the  Queen's  West- 
minster  Regiment  which   was  my  objective.    I 
left  to  i\nd  It;  for  the  sun  was  already  setting. 
J  he  path  was  across  the  open  fields,  and  the 
saddest    I   have   ever  trod.      I   was   alone  and 
had  but  little  idea  of  location,  but  it  was  im- 
possible to  miss  the  path.     On  the   right  and 
left,   It   was  marked   at  every   few   steps  with 
dead  men.     Most  of  them  were  still  grasping 
their  rifies.      Ihey  had  fallen  forward  as  they 
rushed  over  the  ground,  and  their  faces— their 
poor     blackened,    lipless    faces— were   towards 
the  foe.      I  here  h.n.d,   as  yet,  been  no  oppor- 
tunity  to  bury  them  for  the  ground  was  still 
bemg  shelled  and  the  burial  parties  had  been 
all  too   busily  engaged   in   other  parts   of  the 
'!eld.      I    longed    to    search    for   their    identity 
discs  that   I   might  know   who   thev  were  and 
make  a  note  of  the  names;  but  I  had  to  leave 
it  to  the  burial  party.      I  was  already  feeling 
sick  with  the  foul  smells  in  the  trench  and  the 
sights  on  the  way,  and  lacked  the  strength  to 
look  for  the  discs  around  the  wrists  and  necks 
of  the  poor,  decomposed  bodies.     It  had  to  be 
left  to  men  of  the  burial  party  whose  nerves 
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were  somewhat  more  hardened  to  the  task  by 
other  experiences  of  the  kind.  It  was  a  new 
Calvary  on  which  I  was  standing.  These  poor 
bodies  miles  from  home  and  with  no  woman's 
hands  to  perform  the  last  offices  of  affection 
were  lying  there  as  the  price  of  the  world's 
freedom. 

Would  that  all  who  talk  glibly  of  freedom 
and  justice  might  have  seen  what  I  saw  on  that 
dreary  journey,  that  they  might  the  better  real- 
ize the  spiritual  depths  of  liberty  and  righteous- 
ness, and  the  high  cost  at  which  they  are  won 
for  the  race.  It  is  fatally  easy  to  persuade  our- 
selves that  there  is  no  need  for  us  to  tread  the 
bitter  path  of  suffering  and  death — that  we  can 
achieve  freedom  and  justice  by  being  charitable, 
and  by  talking  amiably  to  our  enemies.  We 
try  to  believe  that  they  are  as  anxious  to 
achieve  liberty  for  the  world  as  we  are,  that 
they  are  striving  to  bind  mankind  in  fetters  of 
iron,  only  through  lack  of  knowledge  as  to 
our  intentions.  Their  hearts  and  intentions  are 
good  but  they  are  misled,  and  after  a  little  talk 
with  them  around  a  table  they  would  put  off 
their  "shining  armor"  and  become  angels  of 
light  carrying  palm  branches  in  place  of  swords 
and  fetters. 

This  IS  a  mighty  pleasant  theory,  only  it  is 
not  true;  and  we  cannot  get  rid  of  evil  by  ignor- 
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ing  it,  nor  of  the  devil  by  buying  him  a  new 
suit.  J  here  arc  men  willing  to  die  to  destroy 
liberty,  just  as  there  arc  others  willing  to  die 
in  its  defense.  It  is  not  that  they  do  not  under- 
stand liberty.  'I'hey  do,  and  that  is  why  they 
wish  to  destroy  it.  It  is  the  enemy  of  their 
ideal.  Whether  liberty  will  survive  or  not, 
depends  upon  whether  there  arc  more  men  in- 
spired to  die  in  defending  liberty,  than  there 
are  willing  to  die  in  opposing  it.  A  thing  lives 
while  men  love  it  sufficiently  well  to  die  for  it. 
We  get  what  we  deserve;  and  readiness  to  die 
for  It  is  the  price  God  has  put  on  liberty. 

Words  are  things  too  cheap  to  buy  it.  When 
someone  suggested  establishing  a  new  religion 
to  supersede  Christianity,  Voltaire  is  reported 
to  have  asked  if  the  founder  were  willing  to 
be  crucified  for  it?  Otherwise,  it  would  stand 
no  chance  of  success.  It  was  a  deep  criticism, 
and  showed  that  \'oltaire  was  no  fool.  Blood  is 
the  test,  not  words.  A  nation  can  only  achieve 
liberty  when  it  is  determined  to  be  free  or  die. 
"Whosoever  shall  seek  to  save  his  life  shall 
lose  it."  "\ever  man  spake"  as  Christ  spake, 
but  He  did  not  save  the  world  by  talking  to 
It.  but  by  dying  for  it.  Outpoured  blood,  not 
outpoured  words,  is  the  proof  of  moral  con- 
victions and  the  means  of  their  propaganda; 
our  soldiers  may  not  be  learned  i.i  some  things. 
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but  they  h:i\c  learned  that.  They  know  the 
cause  will  win  which  has  most  moral  power,  and 
that  the  cause  with  most  mor«l  strength  will 
prove  itself  to  be  the  one  with  most  martyrs. 
And  the  side  with  most  inen  ready  to  be  mar- 
tyrs will  outstay  the  other.  'I'he  spirit  of 
martyrdom,  not  negotiation,  is  the  path  to 
liberty  and  peace,  "^'ou  cannot  negotiate  with 
a  tiger.  J  lie  dispute  is  too  simple  for  negotia- 
tion. You  have  to  kill  the  tiger,  or  yourself  be 
killed. 

While  I  was  on  leave,  a  man  told  me  that 
he  had  asked  s'Miie  soldiers  from  the  Front 
why  they  were  tighting.  and  they  could  not  tell 
him.  Probably.  All  the  deepest  things  are 
of  life  beyond  telling.  No  true  man  can  tell 
why  he  loves  his  wife  or  children.  This  trust 
in  words,  in  being  able  to  "tell  why,"  is  truly 
pathetic.  I  would  not  trust  a  wife's  love  if 
she  could  tell  her  husband  exactly  ztliy  she 
loved  him;  nor  would  I  trust  our  soldiers  not 
to  turn  tail  in  battle  if  they  could  icll  just  why 
they  are  fighting.  They  cannot  tell,  but  with 
their  poor  lipless  faces  turned  defiantly  against 
the  foe  they  can  sliozv  why  they  are  fighting. 
Let  those  who  want  to  know  the  soldiers'  rea- 
son ziliy  they  fight  go  and  see  them  there  on 
the  blasted  field  of  battle,  not  ask  them  when 
they  come  home  on  leave.    The  lips  of  a  soldier 
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as  his  ciciul  body  lies  exposed  on 
the  bartldicld:  \m  rifle  he  clutches  to  the  last: 
and  It  IS  a  ]es^^n  terril^le  enough  for  even  the 
densest  talker  to  under^^tand. 

Ihe  dead  huis  lyuig  out  in  the  open  with 
their  rilles  pointini;  tcnvartis  the  enemy  voice 
their  reason  zihy  loud  enough  for  the  deaf 
to  hear  ami  the  world  to  hecii.  Ideals  must 
be  died  iov  if  they  are  to  be  realized  on 
earth,  for  they  ha\e  bitter  enemies  who 
stick  at  nothing.  .\nd  we  have  to  defend  our 
ideal  with  our  lives  or  be  cravens  and  let  it 
perish. 

History,  with  unimporta.it  variations,  is  con- 
stantly repeating  itself;  and  in  nothing  is  it 
so  consisteiK  a--  mi  the  price  it  puts  on  liberty. 
J  he  lease  of  h.  erty  runs  out;  tlie  lease  has 
to  be  renewed,  and  it  is  renewed  by  suffering 
and  martyrdom.  The  dear  dead  lads  whom 
I  saw  on  that  terrible  afternoon  were  renew- 
ing the  lease.  With  their  bodies  they  had 
markeil  out  i  highway  over  wliiJi  the  peoples 
of  the  earth  may  march  to  freedom  and  to 
justice. 

1  he  view,  all  too  common,  that  our  soKliers 
regard  the  war  av  a  kind  of  picnic,  and  an 
attack  as  a  sort  of  ru  h  for  air  goal  in  a  game 
of  football,  is  false— false  as  sin.  It  is  a  view 
blind  to  the  wlu,le  psvehology  of  the  war,  and 
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misses  the  meaning  of  our  soldiers'  gayety  as 
much  as  it  ignores  their  fear  and  M)rro\v.  The 
trenches  are  a  Cieths.niane  to  them  and  their 
prayer  is.  "Our  I'ather,  all  things  are  possihic 
unto  Thee:  take  away  this  cup  from  me:  never- 
theless not  uhat  I  will,  but  what  Ihou  wilt."' 
One  day,  when  I  went  into  a  mess-room  in 
which  letters  were  being  censored,  an  officer 
said  to  me,  "Read  this,  I'adrc,  tliere's  a  refer- 
ence to  you,  and  a  candid  expression  of  a  man's 
attitude  towards  religion." 

I  took  the  letter  and  it  read:  "Our  chaplain 
isn't  far  <jut  when  he  says,  in  his  book,  that 
though  we  may  speak  lightly  of  the  church  wc 
don't  think  or  speak  lightly  of  Clirist.  How- 
ever careless  we  may  be  when  we  are  out  of 
the  trenches,  Mhen  we  are  in  we  all  pray. 
1  here  is  nothing  else  we  can  tio." 

I  have  been  eighteen  months  with  a  fightinjT 
regiment  on  the  Front,  and  I  have  never  spoken 
to  any  officer  who  d!ij  not  regard  it  as  a  mathe- 
matical certainty  that,  unless  he  happened  to 
fall  sick  or  be  transferred — neither  of  which 
ho  cxpectcil — he  would  be  either  killed  or 
wounded.  And  I  agreed  with  hitii  witiiout  say- 
ing it.  I  le  does  not  even  hope  to  escape 
wounds.  They  are  inevitable  if  he  stays  long 
enough;  for  one  battle  follows  another  and  his 
time  comes.      lie  only   hopes  to   escape  death 
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and  the  more  f^hastly  wounds.  He  hopes  the 
wound  when  it  comes  will  be  a  "cushy  one." 
T  he  nien  take  the  same  \iew.  The  period  be- 
fore  goin^r  into  the  trenches,  or  into  battle,  is 
to  them  like  the  darden  of  (jethsemane  was 
to  Christ;  they  arc  "exceeding  sorrowful"  and 
in  their  presence  I  have  often  'elt  as  one  wiio 
stood  "as  it  were,  a  stone's  throw"  from  them. 
They  arc  going  out  with  the  expectation  of 
meeting  death. 

On  the  1st  of  July,  19 16,  twenty  otliccrs  in 
our  regiment  went  over  the  top.  Nineteen 
were  killed  or  woundetl  ami  the  one  who  re- 
turned to  the  ref^iment  was  suftering  from 
shell->hock  and  had  to  be  sent  home.  .Although 
our  losses  are  much  lower  now,  the  officers  and 
men  experience  the  agcniy  and  bloody  sweat 
of  (iethsemane  rather  than  the  pleasure  of  a 
picnic  in  I'pping  lorcst.  This  ex[ilains,  too, 
their  gayety.  It  is  the  happiness  of  men  who 
know  that  they  are  doing  their  bit  for  the 
world's  good,  and  plaving  the  man,  not  the 
cad.  ']  he  rise  of  happiness  into  gayety  is  the 
natural  reaction  from  the  sorrow  antj  alarm 
which  have  been  clouding  their  hearts.  In 
peace  time  they  will  never  know  eithc-  the  in- 
tensity of  joy  or  sorrow  they  know  now.  A 
man  never  teels  so  truly  huniorous  as  when  he 
is  sad.     Humor  is  a  kind  of  inverted  '    dness. 
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The  most  exquisite  sadness  produces  the  most 
exquisite  humor  as  the  deepest  wells  give  the 
sweetest,  purest  and  coldest  water. 

Tears   and   lau.clifer  are   never  far  from  one   another, 
The  heart  overtlous  on  one  side,  and  then  on  the  other. 

Our  soldiers'  minds  are  not  filled  with 
thouf,rhts  of  (jermans,  but  with  thoughts  of  the 
triends  they  have  left  behind  them.  Xor  do 
they  often  tiiink  of  killing  Ciennans.  They 
neither  think  so  much  of  the  (jermans  nor  so 
bitterly  of  them  as  do  the  people  at  home. 
I  he  (Germans  have  not  the  same  prominence 
in  the  picture.  Deeds  relic\e  their  emotions  in 
regard  to  the  (jermans  and  leave  their  hearts 
open  for  the  things  and  folk  they  \o\    . 

It  is  commonly  supposed  (and  this  idea  is 
fostered  by  some  war  correspondents),  that 
when  our  men  go  o\er  the  top  they  are  pos- 
sessed with  a  mad  lust  to  kill  dermans.  The 
ultimate  aim  of  a  general  planning  a  battle  is 
to  kill  (.ermans  no  dmibt,  for  that  is  the  only 
way  to  achieve  victory;  and  if  the  dermans  do 
not  want  to  be  killed  they  kno.v  what  to  ilo. 
Let  them  surrender  or  retire.  The  private 
agrees  with  the  general  in  the  necessity  for 
killing  dermans,  but  that  is  not  what  he  is 
thinking  of  wlun  he  goes  over  the  t.sp;  nor  is 
it  what  we  should  be  tliinking  of  in  his  place. 


^•^'^  A  SoJdicr's  Calvary 

He   is   thinking   of  the   Germans   killing   A;.. 
_Lilc   s  su-cct  at  nmctccn  or  onc-and-twcnti       h 
P'eads  to  be  spared  a  little  longer      A  I.  i  ", 
notwanttodie;andashegoest:^rt^lp.'p:^ 

h-s  th,nk,ng  less  of  taking  Ge,,anli.'X 
-    I;-ingl.s   oMn.      He  knows   that   (,erm   n 

'-■"'^  '^'^  -^^  '-t  h'nglish  shoulders,  and    ha 
l^ouever  m.ny  enemy  lives  he  mav      ' 
ol  them  „;ii        .       \  .  ^  "^^>      '^f-N  none 

"''"';'"    ^"ft)re  his  own  if  he  loses  it    as 
'^-'   's  quite  likely   to  do       ]  J.>   I.   '  ' 

^hatcver  may  be  the  general  s  or  the  ua  -cor 
respondent's.     He  t/oes  f„r  U'  "^r-cor- 

,„  I  ,,        .   ,  ^^^^^  ^"'^  li's  country's  sake 

Most  „f  the  killing  ;„  ,„„j,,„  „^,^  ,^ 

,1  vV""""V'"''  "'"^'"■'"-•■«""^-     t-'T"- 
'hey  know  thcnsclvcs  to  (,:,vc  killed.     ^  n'^ 

'-".'V  "I  th,  soldier  c.:„,„ot(K.Ll^^l^^^^^ 

n.c  lust  for  k,ll,ng  (,crma„s  would  never  t,kc 
:"""""',"    '-<l"K-..u.:  hut  the  We    ,f   ,i 

"untrynndtluresolvetodohisdutvwill.at 
"rn  out  and  lead  hin,  over  ,he  to,,.     U  is  „   a 

e  volunteered  , or.  In,t  it  goes  hard  when  the 

time  comes  for  all  that. 

Tl.c-  unhuried  m.n    1   saw  had,   but  a   short 
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while  ago,  no  idea  of  becoming  soldiers.  They 
were  the  light  of  a  home  and  the  stay  of  a 
business.  With  that  they  were  content.  But 
the  challenge  came;  and  they  went  out  to  de- 
fend the  right  against  the  wrong— the  true 
against  the  false.  They  toiled  up  a  new  Cal- 
vary  "with  the  cross  that  turns  not  back,"  and 
now  they  lie  buried  in  a  strange  land.  They 
have  lost  all  for  themselves,  but  thev  have 
gained  all  for  us  and  for  those  who  will  come 
after  us.  Yet  although  they  saved  others,  them- 
selves they  could  not  save. 
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WE  were  carried  from  our  regiments  to 
the   hospital   in    ambulance   cars.      I, 
and  several  others,  had  trench  fever. 
Some  were  suffering  from  gas  poisoning.     One 
lovely    boy — for    he    was    nothing    more — was 
near  to  death  with  "mustard"  gas.     The  doctor 
at  the  Dressing  Station  had  opened  a  vein  and 
bled  him  of  a  pint  of  blood.     It  was  the  only 
hope  of  saving  him.     But  as  the  car  bumped 
over  the  rough  roads  and  the  gas  in  his  lungs 
grew  more  suffocating  he  almost  dcspalreil  of 
reaching    the    hospital     alive.       Others    were 
wountlcd;  anil  one  had  appendicitis.     After  a 
period  in  hospital,  during  which  we  were  hon- 
ored with  a  visit  by  General  Byng,  It  was  dc- 
ciiled  that  we  should  go  to  the  Base.     We  lav 
ilown  on  stretchers,  and  orderlies  carried  us  to 
the  waiting  cars.     .At  the  station  we  were  lifted 
into  the  hospital  train.     The  racks  had  been 
taken  down  and  stretchers  put  in  their  places. 
These    were    reserved    for   the    "lying   cases." 

If)  I 


The  Hospital  Train  i<)o 

The  "sitting  cases"  occupied  the  seats— one  to 
each  corner.  It  was  afternoon  and  as  soon  as 
the  train  hegan  to  move  tea  was  served.  The 
train  sped  on  and,  about  sun-set,  a  most  ex- 
cellent dinner  was  provided  by  the  orderlies  on 
board. 

It  was  the  time  of  the  new  moon.  "Keep 
the  window  open,"  said  one,  "it  is  unlucky  to 
see  the  new  mmm  through  glass,  and  we  need 
all  the  good  luck  we  can  get,"  and  he  avoided 
looking  through  the  glass  until  he  had  seen  the 
moon  through  the  open  window.  We  chatteti, 
read  our  magazines,  or  slept— just  as  we  felt 
inclined.  The  night  wore  on  and  at  about  two 
o'clock  we  reached  Rouen.  Cars  rushed  us  to 
one  of  the  Red  Crors  hospitals.  A  doctor 
slipped  out  of  bed.  examined  our  card.- ,  decided 
In  which  wards  we  shouKl  be  put,  and  orderlies 
led  oi  carried  us  thither.  A  nurse  showed  each 
of  us  to  his  room.  We  were  got  to  bed  and 
another  nurse  brought  soinc  tea.  Next  morn- 
ing we  were  examined  and  put  down  for  re- 
moval across  the  Channel. 

The  nurses  are  radiant  as  sunshine,  and  dif- 
fuse a  spirit  of  merriment  throughout  the 
hospital,  ft  was  a  pure  joy  to  be  under  their 
care.  At  three  o'clock  the  following  morning, 
without  previous  warning,  a  nurse  came  and 
awakened  us.     We  had  half  an  hour  to  dress. 
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Another  nurse  then  came  round  with  a  dainty 
breakfast.  We  were  then  put  into  cars  and 
taken  to  the  hospital  train.  It  left  as  dawn 
was  breaking,  and  wc  were  on  our  way  to 
"Blighty."  We  had  a  comfortable  journey  and 
reached  Havre  about  nine.  Orderlies  carried 
us  on  board  ship  and  wc  were  taken  to  our 
cots.  Breakfast  was  served  immediately.  We 
felt  a  huge  content;  and  hoped  to  be  across  by 
night.  But  the  ship  rcm.ained  by  the  quay  all 
day.  In  the  evening  it  moved  out  of  the  harbor 
and  lay  near  its  mouth.  Towards  midnight  it 
slipped  its  anchor  and  headed  for  home. 

All  had  rcccixcil  life-belts  and  a  card  direct- 
ing us  which  boat  to  make  for,  should  the  ship 
be  torpedoed.  Mine  was  "Boat  5,  Starboard." 
My  neighbor  on  the  right  had  been  on  a  tor- 
pedoed boat  once  and  had  no  desire  to  be  on 
another.  The  lights  of  the  ship  were  obscured 
or  put  out,  antl  w^-  .>ilently  stole  over  the  waters 
towards  the  much  desired  havui.  There  was 
no  sound  but  the  steady  thump  of  the  engines, 
and  we  were  soon  asleep.  Shortly  after  dawn 
we  awoke  to  find  ourselves  in  Southampton 
Water.  A  water-plane  drew  near,  settled  like 
a  gull  on  the  water,  and  then  plowed  its  way 
through  the  waves  with  the  speed  of  a  motor- 
boat. 

About  nine  o'clock  we  were  carried  off  the 
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boat  to  the  station.  Women  workers  supplied  us 
with  telegraph  forms,  confectionery  and  cigar- 
ettes; orderlies  brought  us  tea.  We  were  then 
taken  to  the  train.  It  was  c\  en  more  comfortable 
than  the  hospital  trains  in  France;  and  we  had 
women  nurses.  On  each  side  of  the  train,  for 
its  full  length,  were  comfortable  beds  and  we 
were  able  to  sit  up  or  recline  at  our  jilcasure. 
Lunch  was  served  on  board,  and  of  a  char- 
acter to  tempt  the  most  ailing  man.  No  short- 
age of  food  is  allowed  to  obtain  on  the  hospital 
train.  It  has  the  first  claim  on  the  food  supply 
and  it  has  the  first  claim  to  the  railroad.  It 
stops  at  no  station  except  for  its  own  con- 
venience. Even  the  King's  train  stops  to  let 
the  hospital  train  pass. 

We  were  under  the  care  of  a  nurse  who  had 
reached  middle  life.  She  had  been  on  a  tor- 
pedoed hospital  ship!  on  one  that  struck  a 
mine  without  bursting  it;  and  on  anotlier  that 
collided  with  a  destroyer  in  the  dark.  She  was 
greatly  disappointed  at  the  decision  which  had 
removed  nurses  from  the  hospital  ships  because 
of  the  danger  from  subinarines.  She  fully  ap- 
preciated the  chivalry  of  the  men  who  would 
not  let  their  women  he  drowned;  but  it  had 
robbed  the  women  of  a  chance  of  proving  their 
devotion,  and  she  could  not  see  why  the  men 
should   do   all  the   dying.      The   women   were 
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ready  to  meet  death  with  the  men  and  as  their 
mates  and  eijiKds.  Their  phice  was  with  the 
wounded  whatever  might  befall,  and  they  were 
ready. 

Hospital  trains  have  run  dally  for  three 
years  now,  and  human  nature  can  get  used  to 
anything.  We  thought,  therefore,  that  the 
people  would  have  become  used  to  the  hospital 
train.  But  greater  surprise  never  gladdened  a 
man's  heart  than  the  one  which  awaited  us  as 
we  steamed  out  of  Southampton.  All  the 
women  and  children  by  the  side  of  the  railway 
were  at  their  windows  or  in  their  gardens,  wav- 
ing their  hands  to  us.  And  all  the  way  to 
Manchester  the  waving  of  welcoming  hands 
never  ceased.  At  e\cry  station  the  porters 
doffed  their  caps  to  the  hospital  train  as  it  sped 
past.  1  here  was  not  a  station  large  or  small 
that  did  not  greet  us  with  a  group  of  proud 
smiling  faces.  Our  eyes  were  glued  to  the 
windows  all  the  way.  I'or  one  day  in  our  lives, 
at  least,  we  were  kings,  and  our  procession 
through  "England's  green  and  pleasant  land" 
was  a  royal  one.  We  passed  through  quiet 
country  districts  but  at  every  wall  or  fence 
there  were  happy  faces.  We  wondered  where 
they  all  came  from,  and  how  they  knew  of  our 
coming.     There  were  tiny  children  sitting  on 
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all   the    railway    fences    waving   hands   to   us 


One  little  girl  of  four  or  liv 


c  was  sitting  on  the 


fence  by  a  country  station  and  waving  her  llttl 
hand.  We  had  not  seen  I'.nglish  children  for 
months  and  Pope  Gregory  spoke  the  truth 
ages    ago    when    he    said    that    thev    are    "not 


Anules  hi 


ingles  but  Angels.  The  sight  of  them  after 
so  long  an  absence  was  as  refreshing  to  the 
spirit  as  the  sight  of  violets  and  primroses 
after  a  long  and  hitter  winter. 

At  Birmingham  the  train  made  its  only  stop. 
Men  and  women  of  the  St.  John  Ambulance 
Association  boarded  the  train  and  supplied  us 
with  tea;  and,  as  the  train  moved  out,  stooil 
at  attention  on  the  platform.  At  Manchester 
we  received  a  "  -m  welcome  that  told  us  we 
were  in  Lancas  j.  Men  and  women  helped 
us  to  the  waiting  cars  and  handed  cups  of  tea 
to  us.  It  was  raining  of  course — being  Man- 
chester— but  as  we  passed  nen-  a  railway  arch 
a  waiting  crowd  rushed  out  into  the  rain  and 
startled  us  with  a  crv  of  welcome  which  was  also 


Most  of  the  men  in  the  cars 
lad 


en 


a  cry  or  pain. 

were  Lancashire  lads  and  in  the  welcome  giv 
them  there  were  tears  as  well  ar  smiles.  Lan- 
cashire has  a  great  heart  as  well  as  a  long  head. 
It  suffers  with  those  who  suffer  ami  the  cry  of 
the   heart   was   heard   in   the   welcome   of  its 
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voice.     There  was  a  welcome  too,  at  the  door 
of  the  hospital  and  at  the  door  of  each  ward. 
Water  was  brought  to  our  hedside,  and  then 
a  tray  bearing  a  well-cooked  dinner. 
We  had  reached  home. 


XIX 
AFTER  WINTLR,  SPRING 


A  MAN'S  heart  must  be  dead  within  him 
if,  under  the  summer  sun,  he  can  look 
on  the  desolated  ground  of  the  West- 
ern battle-front  without  feeling  emotions  of 
joy  and  hope.  In  the  winter-time  the  clumps 
of  blasted  trees  looked  like  groups  of  forsaken 
cripples.  Their  broken  branches  stood  out 
against  the  gray  sky  in  utter  nakedness,  as  if 
appealing  to  heaven  against  the  inhumanity  of 
man.  In  a  way,  it  was  more  depressing  to 
pass  a  ruined  wood  than  a  destroyed  village. 
Some  of  the  trees  had  all  their  limbs  shattered; 
others,  thicker  than  a  man's  body,  were  cut 
clean  through  the  middle;  others,  again,  were 
torn  clean  up  by  the  roots  and  lay  sprawling 
on  the  ground.  It  seemed  impossible  that  spring 
could  ever  again  clothe  them  in  her  garments 
of  gladdening  green.  We  imagined  th  trees 
would  appear  amid  the  sunshine  of  Mc  sum- 
mer black,  gaunt  and  irreconcilable;  pointing 
their  mangled  stumps  towards  those  who  had 
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(lone  them  such  irreparable  wrong  and,  as  the 
uind  whistled  through  them,  calh'ng  on  all  de- 
cent men  to  rise  up  and  avenge  them  of  their 
enemies. 

But.  suddenly,  we  h.und  that  the  reconcih'ng 
sprmg   was   back    in    the   woods    exercising   all 
her  c.Idtime  witchery.      I^ach   l^roken  limb  was 
covered   with    fresh    foliage   and   each   scarred 
stump  put  out  sprouts  of  green.      ihe  broken 
hut  blossoming  woods  grew  into  a   piaurc  of 
Hope,    inlinitely    more    sublime    and    touching 
than  the  one  to  which  Watts  gave  the  name. 
It    was    a    picture    drawn    and   colored    l^v    the 
linger  of  ( ioti,  and  It  made  the  fairest  of  nian's 
handiwork    look    weak    and    incomjdete.      Up- 
rooted  trees  lav  on  tlie  ground  In  full  bl()SM)rn, 
"\u\    shell-lo{Mcd   branches   again   took   (,n    thJ 
»orm  of  beauty.      The  transformation  was  won- 
ilerful  to  behold. 

■  \^^^'.  It  all  happeneil  in  a  week.     When  our 
men    went    into    the    trenches    the    trees    were 
black,   bar.'  and  bruised,   but  when   thev  came 
out  ol  tli,    front  line  into  the  support-trenches 
the  wi.od  I>ehind  them  was  a  tender  green  and 
had  grown  curved  and  symmetrical.     ?t  seemed 
as  if  the  fairies  of  our  childhood  had  returned 
to   the   earth   and   were   dwelling  in   the   wood. 
Although  two  long-ran^e  naval  guns  lay  hidden 
behmd  it,  which,  with  deep  imprecations  opened 
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th 


eir  terrible  mouths  to  hurl  licry  thunderbolts 


It  thi 
tlaih 


c  enemy,  the  tairies  sjemed  unafraid  and 


daily  continued  to  u\-a\-c  lor  the  trees  hea 


un- 


ful 


irarnients  of 


,t  an 


,1  hi 


ossoni. 


I  h 


a\e  seen 


nothing;  that  brought  such  gladness  to  both 
officers  and  men.  A  new  spirit  seemed  abroad. 
We  were  in  a  nev;  atmosphere  and  a  new 
world.  I  he  war  seeiiKd  :'readv  won,  and  the 
work  of  renewal  and  recc.iistruction  begun. 

.^nll  now  the  summer  h;ul  tlone  fo.-  the 
grf;i;i-id  what  the  spring  ditl  for  the  trees.  One 
Sunday,  1  was  to  h<ild  a  ser\ice  on  ground 
that  v.as,  in  the  siiringtitiv.  No  .Man's  Land. 
IIa\ing  amrde  lime  I  left  tlie  dusty  road  :ind 
walked  across  the  broken  fields  through  which 
our  front-line  trenches  had  ruii.  There  were 
innumerable  shell  hole^,  and  I  had  to  pick  my 
way  with  care  through  the  long  grass  and 
lingering  barbed  wire.  1  had  been  o\er  the 
ground  on  the  day  following  the  ad\-ance. 
Then  it  was  a  sea  ot  mud,  with  va^t  break- 
waters of  rusty  barlnd  wire.  Now.  how  e\er, 
Nature's  healing  hand  was  at  work.  Slowly 
but  surely  the  trenches  were  falling  'n,  ami  the 
shell-holes  filling  up.  dhe  lips  of  the  craters 
and  trenches  were  red  as  a  maiden's — red  with 
the  poppies  which  come  to  them.  Here  and 
there  were  large  patches  of  gold  and  white 
wliere  unseen  hai^ds  had  so\yn  the  mud  with 
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do^r.daisics.  There  were  either  patehes  all 
ablaze  with  the  red  fire  of  the  jioppies,  and  as 
the  slender  j>lants  swayed  in  the  wind,  the  lire 
leaped  up  (jr  died  down. 

Wlien  the  war  broke  out   I   was  in  ""Poppy- 
land"  ncr.r  Cromer,  in  l!ast  Aiif^lia.      i'liere  I 
first  heard  the  tranij)  oi  armed  men  on  t!ie  way 
to  !•  ranee,   and  there  lirst  eau^ht  the  st)-aip.  oF 
"Tipperary" — the    farewell   soni^r   of  the    I'irst 
Seven    Divisions — a    str:in    I    ear.    ne\cr    Iiear 
now   without   haviriL;   to   stiile   b.;  k    my    tears. 
As  I  p asset!  by  these  [nitelies  of      o(jd-red  pop- 
pies   I   thoui^lit  of  those-  old  and   stirring  days 
at  Cromer  when  wc  watehed  a  rej^imcnt  i>(  the 
original    rixpeditionary     i  oree     singing    "  Jip. 
perary"  as  it  marehed  swingingly  througli  the 
narrow    streets.      Tin.'  deelaration  of  nar  was 
hourly  expected  and  the  pier  ami  some  of  the 
Sunday-school  rooms  were  given  to  the  soldiers 
tor    billets.       By    morning    everv    soKiicr    hati 
\anis!ied  and   we  could  only  guess   wb.ere,   but 
a    remark   made   by    one   of   them    to   another 
hngers  still.       ihey   were  standing  apart,   and 
watching  the  fuss  the  people  were  making  ovei 
the  regiment. 

"\cs,"  he  said  to  his  comrade,  "thev  think 
a  great  deal  ot  the  soldiers  In  time  of  war, 
but  they  don't  think  imii.h  of  us  in  davs  of 
peace." 
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The  remark  was  so  true  that  it  cut  like  a 
knife  and  the  wound  rankles  yet.     1  have  often 
wondered  what  became  of  the  lad    .hat   went 
out  to  J- ranee    o  the  horrors  of  war.  with  such 
meniorics  of  our  attitude  towards  him  in  the 
times  ot   peace.      I   hope  he  lived  lon.Lj  enough 
to  see  our   repentance.      His  memory  haunted 
me  among  the  poppies  of  13eaurains.      In  the 
Kr.^Wish  Popp\land  there  was  nothing  to  com- 
pare With  tile  red-coated  army  of  poppies  now 
occupying  our  old  fron.  line,     in  these  trenches 
our   gallant   men   had    for   nearly   three    years 
fought  and  hied,  and  it  seemeti  as  if  e\ery  drop 
of  bl()od  poured  out  by  thet7i  had  turned  into 
a  glorious  and  iriumphant  popp\'. 

I  he  spring  and  summer  have  taught  ?ne 
afresh  that  there  is  in  our  Ii\es  a  Power  that 
is  not  ourselves.  It  is  imminent  in  us  and  in 
all  things,  yet  transcends  all.  "Change  and 
deeay  in  all  around  we  see."  and  still  there  is 
Or.e  who  changes  not;  lie  "frow  e\erlasting 
fo  everlasting  is  Ciod."  He  is  the  fountain  of 
eternal  life  that  no  drought  can  touch.  I  le 
heals  the  broken  tree  and  the  broken  heart. 
He  clothes  the  desolate  fields  of  war  with  the 
goKlcn  corn  o<^  peace,  and  in  the  trenches  that 
war  has  scored  across  the  souls  of  men,  he 
plants  the  rich  poppies  of  memorv.  He  drives 
away    the    Icy   oppression    of    winter   with    the 
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brcatli   or  spring,   and   in  His  mercy  assuacrcs 


'th 


[; 


f  grid    th-it  saps  the  mind  for  th 


OaC 


that 


ere  \\c  see  no  more. 


He  who  turns  rain-mists  into 


rainbows  and 


bniiLrs  our  of  mud  scarlet  pcjppies  and  uhiti 
petaled  daisies   witiiout  a   speck  of  dirt 


tf 


lem,  is  at  work  in  hi 


iman  hfe.     Out  of 


upon 
mud 


He  has  formed  the  poppy  and  out  of  the  dust 
the   body   of   man.      Who   then 


can 


t:    Him 

limits  when  He  works  in  the  finer  material  of 
man's  soul?  J-lye  hath  not  seen  nor  hjart  con- 
ceived  the   beauty  that  will  come   forth   wh 


H 


IS   workmanship    is   '-omplete.      "If   (iod 


chjthe  the  grass  of  field, 

d  t( 


en 
so 


w 


hid 


1    to-d 


sy  IS, 
!1  He 


and  to-morrow  is  ca^t  into  the  oven,  sha 
not  mucii  more  clothe  you,  O  ye  of  little  faith' 


wh 


o  were  m 


ade  tor  immortality?  His  way 
are  past  luujiiig  out.  but  they  are  goo'j.  H( 
puts  out  the  sun  but  brings  forth  mill 
stars  in  its  stead.     At  His  call  they 


ions  o 


f 


ing    forth    as    doves    to    th 


come 


eir    windows 


Hock- 
H< 


inds  Milton  but  brings  into  his  soul  a  flood 
vcr  shone  on  sea  or  land. 


re- 


bl 

of  light  such  as  ne 

and  in  its  rays  he  sees  Paradi'^e,  lost  and 
gained.  He  shuts  Hunyan  in  a  noisome  prison, 
and  closes  against  him  the  door  to  his  beloved 
Bedford,  but  He  opens  to  him  a  magic  window 
that  looks  on  heaven,  and  the  years  pass  swiftly 
as  he  watches  the  progress  of  the  pilgrims  to- 
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wards   the    Celestial    City.      In    the   mud   that 
has  been  stained  and  even  saturated  "ith  the 
hfc-blocd  of  our  soldiers,  He  has  made  poppies 
to  spring  to  loveliness.      It  is  a  parable  He  is 
Npeaking  to  us,  that  the  heart  of  man  may  feel 
and  believe  that  which  it  is  beyond  the  power 
of  the  mind  to  grasp,  or  the  tongue  t(,  explain. 
I  he  wounds  of  France  are  deep  an.l  deadly 
hut  they  are  not  self-inflicted  and  they  will  heal. 
She   will   blossom   again   with   a   glory  greater 
and   purer  than   all    her   former  glories.      She 
IS  even  now  finding  her  soul,  and  revealing  a 
moral  beauty  and  endurance  such  as  (cw,  even 
of  her  dearest  friends,  could  have  foreseen  or 
foretold.     I  ,,r  ashes,  (.od  has  given  her  beauty, 
and  It  IS  worth  ail  her  suttering.     \„t  Voltaire' 
but  Joan  of  Arc  is  her  pride   to-dav.      When 
I  was  in  Rouen  I  saw  the  fresh  flowers  which 
the  people  daily  place  on  the  spot  where  she 
died.      France  knows  where  her  strength  lies. 
Over    Napoleon    she    has    built    a    magnificent- 
f'>n^b  oi   marble,  but  in  it.  she  has  not  placed 
a  single  flower.     A,  I  walked  through  it,  some 
time  ago.  I  felt  depresseil.     It  made  me  shiver. 
It  IS  magnificent,  but  dead.     One  of  Joan   of 
Arc's  living  flowers  would  be  worth  the  whole 
pile.      It  is  the  most  tremendous  sermon  ever 
preached  on  the  vanity  of  military  glory  and 
the    emptiness   of   genius   when    uninspired    by 
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moral    and    spiritual    worth.      France    k 


Sh 


e  gi^•cs  Joan  of  Arc  a  fl 


nows. 


a  stone, 
md 


I 


ower,  but  Napoleon 


ranee  was  nc\er  so  ^reat  a 


and  never  of  such  rupreme  import 


s  now 


portance  to  the 


world.     We  could  not  do  without  her.     On  h 


coins   sne    represents  herself 


er 


as   a 


S 


ower 


that 


goes   forth   sowing.      It  is   a   noble   ideal,    and 


truly,  where  she  scatters  her  seed 


s  of  thought 


the  fair  flowers  of  liberty,  equality  and  fratern- 
ity  spring  up  as  poppies  spring,  wiierc  the 
blood  of  our  soldiers  has  watered  her  fields. 
!■  ranee  is  the  fair  Sower  among  the  nations,  and 
It  will  be  our  eternal  glory  that  when  she  was 
suddenly  and  murderously  attacked  in  her  fields 

envious    neighbor — who 


by    her    brutal    and 
shamelessly  stamps  a  bird  of  prey°)n  h 
for  his  symbol,  and  a  skull  and  cross-b 
his  soldiers'  headgear  as  th 
ambition — England   came   to    h 


IS  coins 


ones  on 
c  expression  of  his 


no 


t    in   vain.      The   Germa 


er    rescue,    an( 


deepily  into  the  heart  of  I- 
f 


n   sword    hn' 


rone 


ranee,  :)ut  it  will  leave 
not  a  festering  wound  but  a  well  of  water  at 
which  mankind  will  drink  and  be  refreshed. 
Wound    the    earth,    and    there    springs    forth 


water;  wound  I'rance  and  th 


inspiration, 
si 


T 


ere  springs  forth 


ramnie   I  ranee  in  th 


e  muij,  an( 


she  comes  forth  pure  again,  passionate  and  free 
as  a  poppy  bhwn  by  the  sununer  wind 


■'ru,u.i  ,n  the   Vna.-J  Stulrs  of  America 


